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THE 


PEASANT    BOY. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.—  A  Galley  at  the  foot  of  the  dips.—  Above 
the  Snowy  fummits  of  which,  the  Sun  appears  jufl 
?$»£•  —  Vtntyardi  in  full  clufter  extend  beneath  —  on. 
one  fide  is  a  Pifiure/que  Cottage,  JULIAN,  ROSALIE, 
and  MARINETTA,  enter  from  the  Cottage. 

GLEE.  —  JULIAN,  ROSALIE,  MARINETTA. 


LEECY  clouds!  that  just  betray, 

Thro*  your  film  the  blushing  Day, 

Break  —  and  all  the  God  unfold 

Crown'd  with  roses—shpd  in  gold  ! 
'Tis  done!  —  the  travell'd  fires  return  — 
Again  they  glow  —  again  they  burn  ; 

JuL  Look!  dear  Rofalie  !  how  infpiring  is  the 
fcene  —  the  firft  ruddy  beams  of  light  break  thro' 
themift  like  half-blown  rofes  fhuggling  from  their 
buds  I—And  tl^e  clouds  that  float  around  the  inoun* 
tain's  top,  feem  dipped  in  a  thoufand  colours  —  blue 
—  crimfon  —  purple  —  gold  —  all  various,  and  yet  as! 
beautiful!  Ah!  may  the  brightnefs  of  the  prefent 
hour,  be  a  Lappy  omen  of  to-morrow  ! 
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Mar.  Don't  talk  of  to-morrow*  but  bethink  you 
of  to-day— -there  is  no  fign  of  thefe  lazy  Villagers, 
and  if  they  delay  much  longer,  the  Dutchefs  will 
have  rifen,  before  we  can  reach  the  Palace, 

Jitl.  I'll  climb  the  range  of  rocks  that  overlooks 
their  road,  and  call  to  them  to  haften. 

Rof.  You  will  not  tarry  long,  Julian? 

Jul.  I'll  run  every  ftep  of  the  way,  and  if  my 
fpeed  fail  me,  I  will  pronounce  your  name — the 
found  of  that,  witt  give  new  motion  to  my  feet,  and 
frefh  Tpirit  to  my  heart! 

i  Exit  up  the  Mountains. — Mufic. 

Ros.  How  swiftly  he  darts  along  the  mountain- 
path — he  bounds  from  crag  to  crag,  with  a  ftep 
lighter  than  the  Ibex,  when  the  horn  of  the  Hunter 
rouses  it  from  its  covert.  Now  the  rock  hides  him 
from  me — Heigho  ! 

Mar.  Nay,  never  cry  "  Heigho  !"  by  itself — e'en 
let  it  have  a  burden,  and  run,  "  Heigho!  for  a  huf- 
band  !" 

Ros.  For  fhame,  Marinetta. 

Mar.  Shame,  truly  !  and  for  what  ?  because  I 
fpcak  truth,  and  tell  the  honeft  meaning  of  your 
own  thoughts. 

Ros.  You  talk  strangely,  child  ! 

Mar.  Child,  indeed  !  I'd  have  you  to  know, 
many  good  judges  think  me  as  much  a  woman  as 
yourself.  Tis  true,  my  dear  Ludovico,  at  the  Pa- 
lace,, is  too  poor  to  marry  me  yet ;  but  his  mafter, 
tr^e  great  Duke  Alberti,  is  expected  home  daily  from 
the  wars,  and  then,  if  he  grants  Ludovico  the  pen- 
fion  he  promifed,  perhaps  some  folk  may  ~et  huf- 
bands  as  well  as  other  folk. 

Ros.  Surely,  you  do  not  mean  yourfelf  ? 

Mar.  Why  not?    Let  me  tell  you,  Sifter,  I  feel 
myfclf  as  fit  for  a  bufband,  as  my  elders.    Najr,  ne- 
ver 
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ver  put  on  that  grave  countenance  : — 1  am  fincere 
of  tongue;,  and  confefs  my  mind  frankly  without  dif- 
guile.  Hut  you,  for  foot  h,  mutt  act  the  prud^.  Now 
I  warrant,  tho*  you  are  to  marry  Julian  to-morrow, 
you  would  have  me  think  you  do  not  love  him. 

Ros.  No,  truly,  I  am  not  fuch  a  hypocrite.  Ju- 
lian is  my  firfh  my  only  love.  We  both  are  poor 
and  humble,  but  were  the  rich  Indies  our  poffefTions, 
still  would  his  hand  be  referved  for  mine  ;  and  ftill 
would  the  heart  of  Rofalie  beat  only  for  her  Ju- 
lian. 

AIR — ROSALIE. 

My  true-love  boasts  no  lordly  store, 
Of  garish  gems,  or  shining  ore ; 

For,  lowly. born  and  poor  is  he — 
Yet,  ah  !  for  him,  did  Earth  unfold, 
Rich  jewel. beds  and  mines  of  gold, 

Jlc'd  share  his  wealth  with  love  and  me. 

Pomp  and  grandeur,  I  resign  - 
Gold  and  jewels  vainly  shine, 

They  cannot  soothe  the  breast  (hoy  bind—' 
All  I  pray  my  stars  to  grant, 
Is  the  state  just  rais'd  from  want, 

The  healthful  form — the  peaceful  mind  ! 

\During  thi\  Air,  Marinttta  watches  at  the  fool  o/  the 
Mountain,  -with  an  txprtjjlon  of  itvpaiiencc,  and  us 
the  flrain  finijhes,  the  mujic  of  Pcafantty  founds  from 
a  dtflance.] 


Afar. 
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Mar.  (eagerly).  Hark  !  Sifter— 'tis  the  tambo- 
rine  !  Oh  delightful,  welcome  found  !— Our  neigh- 
bours are  on  their  road  !  ^ 

[The  mufic  approaches,  and  a  crowd  of  Villagers  gaily 
drejjed,  with  paftoral  inftruments  and  ruftic  banners^ 
appear  upon  the  Rocks.  Julian  runs  before  them.] 

CHORUS. 

Faery  bours  that  lead  the  (lay, 
Sparkle  e're  ye  glide"  away  ! — 
Cast  your  blameless  wagic  round — 
Charms  of  sight,  and  spells  of  sound. 

Clear  and  strong  our  rivers  flow, 
Ripe  and  red  our  vineyards  gJow  : 
Heart's-content,  and  spirit's-ease, 
Float  upon  the  morning- breeze  ! 

Enter  VINCEJJT/W;;  the  Cottage. 

Vin.  Aye  !  fing  and  rejoice  my  children  !  The 
innocent  gaiety  of  youth  is  refrefhing  to  the  fenfes 
of  the  old  ;  and  the  heart  of  a  parent  expands  when 
he^conternplates  the  happinefs  of  his  offspring. 

Jul.  You  fhall  fee  us  ftill  happier  to-morrow,  Sir, 
,vhen  I  am  to  be  married  to  your  daughter.  Oh  ! 
how  I  wifh  the  time  was  come  ! — Don't  you,  Rosa- 

Ros.  Fye,  Julian  !— I  don't  know  how  to  anfwer 
you. 

Pin.  Anfwer  him  with  your  blufhes,  my  girl ;  and 

Jt  him  thank  you  for  the  reply  with  kiffes.   Friends 

and  neighbours  draw  round  !  You  all  of  you  know, 

that 


THE  PEASANT  BOY.  0 

that  we  are  aflembled  thus  early,  at  peep  of  dawn, 
in  our  holiday  drefles,  with  flags  waving,  and  mafic 
founding,  in  order  that  we  may  proceed  in  a  body 
to  the  Palace,  and  compliment  our  lady  the  Dut- 
chefs  upon  her  birth-day.  But,  perhaps,  none  of 
you  have  guefled  that  this  vifit  is  intended  bsfides 
for  a  fecond  purpose. 

Jul.  Aye  !  but  it  is  thof — and  one  that  may 
caule  another  birth-day  to  be  kept,  before  the  year's 
out.— Eh  !  Rofalie  ? 

Vin.  Don't  interrupt  me,  boy.  Now,  neigh- 
bours, you  muft  know,  that  I  have  promifed  Rofa- 
lie in  marriage  to  the  fon  of  my  old  friend  Am- 
brofe  ;  but,  as  the  Dutchefs  is  my  girl's  godmother, 
we  think  ii  fitting  to  afk  her  Grace's  confent  to  the 
wedding.  This,  no  doubt,  the  good  Lady  will 
eafily  grant  :  and  if  fo,  to-morrow  (hall  be  a  fefti- 
val  as  well  as  to-day. 

Enter  AMBROSE  from  the  Cottage,  with  a  flajk ;  he 
wzars  an  Antique  Uniform,  and  it  Jupportcd  by  a 
Ciutch. 

SONG— AMBROSE. 

Here's  a  health  to  the  Duke,  and  his  gallant  Knights  all  J 
Whether  tilting  in  field,  whether  feasting  in  hall ; 
While  they  li?e  may  the  Laurel  engarland  their  brows. 
When  they  die,  spread  a  fence  round  their  tomb  with  it? 
boughs ! 

Here's  a  health  to  the  Dames  and  the  Damsels  who  pray, 

For  Lords  and  for  Lovers  in  war  far  away — 

May  the  \\illo\vs  they  twine  in  their  \vinter-fires  burn. 


^\nd  myrtles  be  worn  for  each  Warrior's  return  ! 


FOP 
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For  my  Prince  and  my  Country,  I've  fought  and  I' 
— Spare  one  green  leaf  of  honor,  to  deck  a  white  head  ! 
Lest  it  shrink  from  a  forehead,  so  frosfy  as  mine, 
I'll  drink  deep,  and  borrow  new  fires  from  the  Vine  ! 

Amb.  Aha  ! — I  find  my  comrades  all  muttered — 
only  waiting  for  the  old  foldier  to  begin  their  march 
— my  fervics  to  you,  comrades! — (He  drinks  from 
theflfijk.) 

Vin.  (Draws  out  another  flajk.)  Come,  Brother 
Ambrofe,  mend  your  draught.  I  drink  to  the  hap- 
pinefs  of  our  young  couple  ! 

.     Amb,  Aha  1— I'll  pledge  you  to  that  toaft,  Matter 
Vincent. — (Drinks  again. ) 

Vin.  Ah  !  neighbour,  what  a  joyful  day  will  to- 
morrow be  to  us.  We,  who  have  known  and  re- 
garded each  other  ever  fince  we  were  boys  together, 
when  we  fhall  behold  our  children  renewing  the 
bond  of  our  attachment,  and  tranfmitting  the 
friend  (hip  of  their  fathers  to  a  iecond  generation. 

Amb  It  will  be  a  joyful  day!- and  I  fhall  be 
proud  of  the  alliance ;  for  I  know  you,  neighbour, 
to  be  an  honeft  man.  I  only  regret  that  you  fhould 
not  have  been  a  foldier,  and  have  loft  a  limb  or  two 
in  the  fervice,  like  myfelf. 

Vin.  Providence  orders  all  things  for  the  beft — 
and  I  am  reconciled  to  my  lot. 

Amb.  Still  it  is  a  misfortune ! — In  my  mind,  no 
man  can  die  in  peace  who  has  not  lived  in  war. — 
Thank  Heaven  !  I  have  forved  in  twelve  campaigns, 
met  fought  in  fifty-fix  engagements,  great  and  fmall 
— thofe  are  foothing  reflections  \  Neighbours  !  did 
I  ever  give  you  an  account  of  my  behaviour  at  the 
battle  of  1  orgau,  fought  between  the  Great  Fre- 
deric and  Marihal  Daun  ?  Eh  ! 

Vin.  Oh  !  yes ;  you  have  been  in  the  habit   of 

relating 
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relating  it  to  us  on  the  evening  of 'every  holiday,  for 
thefe  ten  years  paft,  between  the  whiffs  of  your  ie- 
cond  pipe. 

Amb.  Umph  !  'tis  a  good  (lory,  notwithftanding. 

Mat.  Tell  it  to  me,  mailer  Ambroie — 1   del 
to  hear  of  battles,  and  I  could  liften  to  your  tales 
of  actions  and  fieges,  for  whole  days  together,  with- 
out being  tired. 

Amb.  You  are  a  very  fenfibie  giil.  '  Tis  a  pity 
tho*  you  had  not  been  born  a  boy.  You  would 
have  made  an  excellent  recruit  for  my  old  regiment, 
the  seventh  of  biack  Couraitfeurs. 

Mar.  I  can  go  thro*  my  exercife  as  it  is,  and  I 
can  repeat  the  ballad  you  gave  me  in  piaife  of  a 
foldier's  life,  quite  perfect  without  milling  a  word. 
I'll  fing  it,  as  we  pals  over  the  mountain,  that  you 
may  judge,  if  you'll  promife  to  join  in  the  burden. 

Anb.  (Eagerly.)  Aye  !  fing  it,  my  girl — fing  it 
•—'twill  remind  an  old  cripple  of  his  prouder  days; 
and  thefe  young  ones  fhali  march  in  pailime  to  the 
tune  which  led  their  fathers  on  to  victory  ! 

Mar.  But  remember  the  burden,  Matter  Am- 
brofe. 

Ami.  Remember  it  !  I  have  it  b\  heart  >  girl — aye, 
by  heart,  and  it  never  can  be  forgotten  ! 

BALLAD. — MARINETTA. 

In  Life's  fresh  May,  the  Peasant- Boy, 

Heart-weary  of    plough  and  tillage, 
Springs  from  his  toil  with  eager  joy, 

"When  Soldiers  march  through  the  Tillage  — 
Bold  Cuptains  come — fl.-jgs  Haunting  hi^h— 

In  gay  gallant  trim  appearing—- 
"  Who'll  list?"— Who'll  list?"— (he  sweet  fifes  cry— 

Who'll  venture  volunteering?" 
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The  Poasant-Boy  resolves  to  roara, 

Disdainful  of  rustic  labors— 
"  Farewell!"  he  cries,  "  my  simple  home, 

"  Farewell !  old  friends  and  neighbours." 
"Ah!  beat  the  drum—ah!  blow  the  fife! 
<fc  Hail !  jocund,  jovial,  joyous  life!" 

"  The  life  of  all  lives  is  a  Soldier's.'" 

Some  battles  lost — spme  battles  won— 

As  Fortune  frown'd  or  befriended, 
Then  foes  shake  hands— the  wars  are  done ! 

The  Soldier's  race  hath  ended ! 
Time-chang'd,  the  Wanderer  homeward  turns, 

Youth's  rose  on  his  cheek  hath  faded- 
Life's  first  mad  blood  no  longer  burns- 
Grey  hairs  his  forehead  have  shaded  I—- 
Still, blythe  and  lusty  lasts  his  age, 

Old  scenes  fresh  pleasures  bringing-^- 
And  whilst  he  broods  o'er  Memory's  page, 

The  Veteran  oft  is  heard  singing 
"  Ah!  beat  the  drum— ah !  blow  the  fife^- 
"  Hail !  jocund,  jovial,  joyous  life! 

"  The-life  of  all  lives,  is  a  Soldipr's !" 

[During  each  Jlatiza,  AMBROSE  hai  the  Villager  draivn 
up  in  line,  and  u hen  he  joins  in  the  burden,  he  vapours 
about  bejore  them  in  unijon  with  the  Jlram,  and  at 
lajt  he  leads  them  off  in  a  grotefque  quick  march,  fin?- 
tng  the  burden  in  chorus,  and  moving  to  the  mufi€.~\ 


SCENE 
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SCENE  \\.-A  Front  WooA. 


Enter  LUPATRO  and  Two  Bravocs. 
Chafe  founds. 

Lnp.  HARK!  fellows!  the  game  is  roufed,  and 
thro1  the  woodland  alleys  wide,  the  huntfmen's 
holloa  burfts, — They're  nearly  reached  the  centre 
of  the  foreft — time  quickens. — To  your  pod  I 

ifl.  8.  Where  fhall  we  lay  our  ambufh  ? 

Lup.  Beyond  the  brook,  and  near  the  hermit's 
ruined  cell,  a  folitary  chefnut  ftands,  "  ber.eaih 
whofe  fhadowing  boughs  fuch  coy  and  dainry 
flowers  as  hide  from  funlhine,  liberally  grow,  and 
balm  the  turf  with  odours  richer  than  the  breath  of 
altars." — There  'tis  his  Olympia's  cuftom  ever  to 
difmount,  and  while  her  eager  train  purfue  the  chafe, 
to  charm  away  an  hour  with  lute  and  fong,  mocking 
the  favage  nature  of  the  place,  with  fkilful  rneafures 
and  the  phrafe  of  courts. — Near  that  fame  tree  be* 
flow  yourfelves,  and  while  the  giddy  hunter  chafes 
wonhlefs  deer,  roufe  to  a  nobler  prey,  and  feize 
upon  the  maid. — 

ifl.  B.  But  may  we  be  certain  to  find  the  lady 
alone — will  none  of  her  train  keep  in  attendance 
near  ?  . 

Lup.  Scrupling  coward  !  none — '*  Is  your  fpirit 
dalhed  fo  foon,  that  it  fhrinks  before  a  folitary 
woman." 

\{l.  B.  "  Nay,  if  fhe  be  certainly  alcne,    I  fear 
the  lady  not,  for  by  my  reckoning  of  the  chances, 
men    armed    with   (tilletto   and  carbine,   may 

boldly 
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boldly  challenge  a  fingle  female,  defended  only  by 
her  tongue. 

Lup.  Even  that  weapon  (hall  not  ferve  her  now, 
for  tho*  (he  fcreain  our  foreft  echos  hoarfe,  her  cries 
fhall  reach  no  human  ear. — When  you  have  fe- 
cured  your  prize  convey  her  to  the  hovel,  there 
Serbciloni  waits  with  a  iwift  deed  to  bear  her  be- 
yond the  confine. — (Chace  again.)  Hark  ye,  the 
bugle  breathes  apace  ! — Olympia  pafles  now. — 
Knaves !  to  your  covert — my  matter's  gold  rewards 
your  daring — away  !  [Exeunt  feparately . 

SCENE  III.— Another  part  of  tit  Foreft— at  the  back 

a  ruined  Hermitage,  from  which  HYPPOLITO  can- 

tioiijly  advance — Mufic  of  the  Chace  continues. 

Hyp,  The  fprightly  cry  of  Falconers  echoes  thro' 
the  greenwood  bowers,  and  recalls  me  from  my  fe- 
verifh  ilumbers. — 'Tis  morning!  Heaven  glows 
with  renewed  light,  and  the  green  Earth  fleams  with 
Odour. — Nature  even  in  this  wildernefs  rejoices,  and 
bails  the  hour  with  fong  and  fmile. — I,  only  I, 
among  Creations  works,  am  fad,  and  meet  the  fun- 
rife  with  ungladdened  heart ! — 

AIR* — HYPPOLITO. 

A  crown  of  fresh  roses  at  sun.rise  I  wreauYd, 

All  dropping  with  silver-bright  dew, — 
Ah  !  how  soft  and  how  sweet  were  the  perfumes  it  brealh'd, 

And  how  blushingly  beauteous  jfsliue! 

Exulting  I  wore  it— (he  merry  hours  hasted. 

And  laughingly  tripp'd  away  morn, — 
A  storm  came  at  noon— the  red  light'ning-shaft  blasted 

All  my  roses,  and  left  the  bare  thorn  ! 


THE  PEASANT  BOY. 

I  range  grofes  and  bowers, 

To  seek  other  flowers, 
But  none  find  so  fragrant  or  fair— 

My  brow  now  is  torn, 

By  the  sharp-pointed  thorn, 
It  reminds  me — a  Rose  once  zcas  there  t 


Enter  F  AH  AN. 

Fab.  Oh!  Signor!  Signor!  we  are  undone — 
our  retreat  is  difcovered — the  Inquitition  is  upon  us, 
and  in  five  feconds  more,  we  (hail  both  be  clapped 
into  the  dungeons  of  the  Sanda  Cala. 

Hyp.  What  vain  alarm — 

Fab.  Nay,  'tis  no  vain  alarm,  by  the  faith  of  a 
Catholic  Chriftian — but  a  real  fubftantial,  and&wJ- 
fide  horror ! 

Hyp.  Driveller!  explain — 

Fab.  As  I  was  going — Agh !  give  me  breath — 
Agh!  as  I  was  going  to  purchafe  provifions  for  our 
famifhing  ftomachs  at  one  of  the  forefter's  huts  to 
the  left — liftening  to  the  cooing  doves,  and  thinking 
what  a  delicate  appearance  a  couple  of  their  white 
feet  would  make  (licking  thro*  a  brown  pafty — all  of 
a  fudden — voices — men's  voices  not  doves — (truck 
upon  my  ear. — 

Hyp.  Well! 

Fab.  At  firft  terror  prompted  me  to  retreat,  but 
in  a  fecond  after,  hunger  cried  out  proceed!— so 
creeping  cautioufly  forward,  and  opening  the  bu(hes 
with  both  hands,  in  (ilence;  I  at  once  beheld — • 

Hyp.  YVRu? 

Fab.  Two  of  the  curfedeft  ill-looking  fcoundrels 
in  Europe,  crouch  I  rfg  down  amid  ft  the  underwood — 
carbines  in  their  hands,  and  ftillcttos  in  their  girdles. 

I  liften'd 
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I  liften'd,  and  plainly  learned  from  their  difcourfe, 
that  they  were  lurking  to  catch  fome  unfortunate 
devil,  whom  they  fufpe&ed  to  be  at  no  great  dis- 
tance.— Therefore  dear  Signor — fweet  Signor — take 
a  fool's  counfel,  and  run  at  once. 

Hyp.  Tufh  !  Fabian,  your  fear  muffles  your  wit — 
thefe  awful  perfonages,  I'll  engage,  are  but  fimple 
forrefters  on  the  watch  for  game. 

Fab.  Aye,  but  I  fear  their  game  runs  upon  two 
legs — however,  follow  your  own  pleafure,  Sir,  only 
remember  all  our  misfortunes  hitherto,  have  pro- 
ceeded from  a  neglect  of  my  advice. 
Hyp.  How  fo  ?  good  Fabian  ? 
Fab.  Ah  !  when  this  curfed  freak  of  wandering 
fhft  entered  your  brain,  did'nt  I  advife  you  to  re- 
main contentedly  in  the  quiet  retirement  of  your 
family  man  (ion,  with   the  good  old  Baronefs  your 
grandmother — the   venerable  Signoras,    your   five 
Maiden   Aunts,    Dame  Dorothea,    the   rheumatic 
Houfekeeper,  and  Father  Anthony  the  bilious  Chap- 
lain— but  no  fuch  orderly,  well-difpofed  fociety  had 
no  charms  for  a  young  rake-hell  of  twenty-five. — 
You  muft  needs  travel  and  fee  the  World   as  they 
call  it — well — what  has  been  the  confequence — after 
diffipating  more  ducats  in  half  a  year,  than   your 
anceftors  had  hoarded  in  half  a  century,  you  arrive 
%at  Venice — there  you  fall  defperately  in  love  with  a 
lady,  who  quits  the  city  before  yoacan  declare  your 
pafiion,  and  leaves  you  without  a  due  to  her  re- 
treat— 

Hyp.  \Vell,  firrah! 

Fab.  Difappointed  in  love,  you  fly  t^the  gaming 
table  in  a  rage,  and  quarrel  with  a  fliarper  becaufe 
he  wins  your  money — he  in  revenge  accufes  you  of 
practices  against  the  State— the  officers  of  the  In- 
quifition  drive  you  from  your  dwelling  at  midnight, 

and 
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and  force  you  to  take  flicker  in  this  execrable  foreft— 
and  here  the  doleful  tragedy  of  our  adventures  is 
likely  to  conclude,  without  the  aid  of  bowl  or  dagger, 
by  a  hideous  Inquifitor  condu&jng  your  Lordfhip 
to  an  Auto-da-fe,  and  fright  co-operating  with 
famine  on  the  carcafe  of  your  devoted,  humble  fer- 
vant. 

Hyp.  Turn  !  man,  our  cafe  is  not  fo  defperate — 
bear  but  a  little,  at  night-fall  we  may  reach  the  Auf- 
trian  frontier,  and  there  our  perfons  will  be  fafe 
from  every  danger. 

JFah.  Well — I  can  exercife  the  virtue  of  patience, 
but  I  can't  help  fearing —  [A  fere  am  without. 

Hyp.  Hark  !  I  hear  a  fcream — 

Fab.  A  fcream — oh  no — it  was  only  the  harmo- 
nious raptures  of  the  fkylark.  [A  cry  of  Help,  without. 

Hyp.  Again  ! — Fabian — this  way — 

[Draws  his  Sword. 

Fab.  We  had  better  go  this  way — 

[Turns  to  the  oppofite  fide. 

Hyp.  Daftard  ! — Follow  me  !  [Exit. 

Fab.  Certainly — I'll  follow — Oh  !  St.  Anthony, 
I  can't  walk,  my  knees  knock  together,  and  my  legs 
refufe  to  move  forward. — Blefs  me  !  now  there's  a 
dimnefs  come  over  my  eyes,  and  i  can't  lee  the 
path  my  mafter  took — if  I  turn  I  may  make  a  mis- 
take— fo  it  will  be  more  polite  in  me  to  remain  on 
the  fpot.  \A  carbine  is  discharged  without.  ~\  Oh  !  the 
Saints !  they're  at  it — thofe  inhuman  cut-throat 
fcoundrels,  they'll  murder  my  mafter,  and  then  * 

come  here  to  difpatch  me,  for  company's  fake. 

[I he  firing  is  repeated."]  Murder  !    murder  !    they're 
coming — 1  feel  the  bullets  thro*  my  carcafe  already. 

I  Falls  flat  on  the  flage. 

HYPPOLITO  leads  /or ward  OLYMPIA,  mitd. 
C 
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Hyp.  Fair  creature,  look  up — the  ruffians  have 
fled — You  are  in  fafety  here. 

Olym.  Generous  ftranger,  thanks !  my  heart  ftill 
beats  with  terror,  but  trufl  me,  gratitude  partakes 
the  throb. 

Hyp.  Ah  !  that  voice — Lady,  deem  me  not  too 
bold,  if  I  entreat  to  view  the  face  of  her,  whofe  ac- 
cents waft  fuch  magic  to  my  ear — 

Olym.  Signor,  you  might  command  a  greater  fa- 
vour— 'tis  but  a  forry  boon,  and  freely  granted* — 
(Lifts  her  veil  ) 

Hyp.  My  foreboding  heart  was  true!— the  fair 
Oiympia,  of  Alberti ! 

Olym*  How  ! — the  Chevalier  Hyppolito. 

Hyp.  Lady,  the  joy.  of  this  unlook'd-for  meet- 
ing— 

Olym.  Is  reciprocal,  believe  me.  But  thofe 
wretches  from  whofe  rude  grafp  your  valour  ref- 
cued  me — How  have  I  been  preferved  ? 

Hyp.  Coward  flaves  !  they  levelled  their  carbines 
as  1  approached,  then  fled,  and  (hummed  the  venge- 
ance of  my  fingle  arm. 

Olym.  Ah  !  I  remember — the  ruffians  fired — have 
you  then  received  no  wound  ? 

Hyp.  None  Lady — unlefs  I  feel  one  here — (Placet 
his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  fight.) 

Fab.  (Upon  ihe  ground.)  Oh  !  Oh  !  Oh  ! 

OLym*  Heavens ! — what  frem  terror — 

Hyp.  Fear  not — I  enfure  your  fafety. — (Gees  to 
FABIAN,  Gndjlrihshim  with  his  fword.J  Rife  var- 
let  ! 

Fab.  Murder !  murder  !  kill  me,  fweet  cut- 
throat !  but  don't  frighten  me  ! 

Hyp.  Fright  has  ftolen  from  this  poor  knave,  the 
little  wit  that  Nature  lent  him.  Why — Fabian — 
n:an — rife  !  I1  tell  you,  Lere  are  none  but  friends. 

Fai. 
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Fab.  (Raifes  his  bead  by  degrees,  and  looks  confused- 
ly round.)  Eh  !  How  !  my  matter  alive,  and  no  cut- 
throats. Oh  Signer  !  dear  Signor— are  we  fafe  ? 
(han't  we  be  murdered  ? 

Hyp.  Silence,  fot — and  rise  ! 

Olym.   A  follower  of  yours,  Signor  ? 

Hyp.  An  incumbrance,  Madam,  in  which  I  am 
afhamcd  to  confefs  my  property. 

Fab.  Madam,  my  humble  fervice  to  you.  In- 
deed I  took  your  Ladylhip  for  a  cut-throat,  or  I 
fhould  have  paid  my  refpefts  before. 

Olym.  The  miftake  is  forgiven,  friend.  You 
have  been  a  faithful  Tquire  to  the  knight  your  maf- 
ter. 

Fab.  Yes,  Madam  ;  I  was  always  celebrated  for 
the  conftancy  of  my  principles,  tho'  not  equally  re- 
nowned for  the  vigour  of  my  nerves. 

Olym.  Tell  me,  Signor,  by  what  ftrange  caprice 
of  Fortune  is  it,  that  I  behold  the  gay  Hyppo- 
lito  whom  I  left  at  Venice,  gliding  in  his  gondola 
between  the  banks  of  the  Brenta,  and  warbling  loft 
ferenades  under  the  lattices  of  St.  Mark,  metamor- 
phofed  into  a  wandering  Quixote,  combating  with 
recreant  knights,  and  refcuing  diftrest  damfels  in 
the  forefts  of  Friuli  ? 

Hyp.  Lady — when  firft  I  fought  thefe  woods,  I 
called  my  ftars  unkind — but  now  I  blefs  them,  iince 
they  pay  my  perils  with  the  fight  of  you. 

Olym.  Very  gallant,  but  fcarcely  credible.  Flat- 
tery is  the  inveterate  vice  of  courtiers  ;  and  tho'  you 
fly  from  cities  to  wildernelTes,  you  cannot  change 
your  habits  with  the  fcene,  but,  like  the  ill k- worm 
half  converted  into  a  grub,  fome  (hining  traces  of 
former  felf  Itill  twinkle  round  you,  and  identify 
your  fpecies.  Pr'ythee  be  advifed,  and  return  to 
Venice.  You  were  never  defisned  for  a  (hepherd's 

life 
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Jife,  and  the  rural  deities  will  be  frightened  at  fo  fine 
a  votary. 

Hyp.  Alas  !  my  retirement,  like  that  of  a  difcard- 
ed  minifter,  is  the  refult  of  nectffity  rather  than  of 
choice.  I  am,  at  this  moment,  a  fugitive  from  the 
Inquifition. 

Olym.  Heavens  !  — the  Inquifition  ! 

Hyp.  In  a  lucklefs  hour,  I  quarrell'd  with  a  gam- 
bler who  had  defrauded  me  at  one  of  the  public  ta- 
bles in  Venice  —  I  expofed  the  villain,  and  drove  him 
with  contempt  from  the  fociety  he  had  difgiaced — 
but,  in  revenge,  he  fecretly  denounced  me  to  the 
Inquifition. — -<£  At  midnight  my  lodgings  were  befet 
by  the  Police — one  paflage  alone  was  left  me  for 
eicape,  and,  tho'  innocent,  1  preferred  feeking  a 
precarious  fafety  by  flight,  to  viiiting  thofe  haietul 
dungeons,  from  whofe  eternal  fhade  fo  few  return 
to  liberty  or  light."  For  thefe  two  days  paft,  yon 
deferted  hermitage,  and  thefe  wild  woods,  have  been 
our  fhelter. 

Olym.  Oh  !  Fortune  ! — Hyppolito  turn  Hermit! 

Tab.  Aye,  Madam — and,  if  fading  be  a  religious 
exercife,  we  have  conformed  to  the  rules  of  our  ha- 
bitation— for  never  did  ancient  devotee,  with  long 
beard,  woollen  gown,  and  wooden  rofary,  exift  for 
eight  and  forty  hours  upon  a  more  lenten  diet. 

Olym.  Then  your  good  Genius  equally  with  mine 
has  directed  this  rencontre  ;  for  I  drop  upon  you  like 
the  fhower  of  manna  upon  the  famishing  tribes  in 
the  wildernefs  of  old,  and  invite  you  to  a  break- 
faft. 

^  Fab    Breakfaft  !  Oh,  Santa  Cecilia  !  what  a  mu- 
fical  found. 

Olym.  The  Palace  of  my  brother,  the  Duke  Al- 
berti,  ftands  upon  the  border  of  this  wood—you 
muft  be -my  efcort  thither. 

Hyp. 
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H}p.  Madam,  you  forget  my  fituation — the  dan- 
gers with  which  I  am  threatened — 

Oiym.  Will  ceaie,  at  the  moment  you  pafs  the 
gates  of  Alberti.  Even  were  you  a  real  culprit, 
my  Brother's  influence  with  the  State  would  ealily 
procure  your  pardon.  But  as  it  is,  1  guarantee 
your  iafety. 

Hyp.  Forgive  me  if — 

Fab.  (Pulls  his  coat.)  Signor!  are  you  mad  ? — if 
you  have  no  regard  for  the  welfare  of  your  own 
bowels,  have  fome  pity  for  the  iamiQoing  inteftines 
of  your  follower — my  very  fpirit  riles,  and  cries  out 
within  me  for  a  breakfaft  ! 

Hyp.     Silence ! 

Oiym.  Nay,  Signor,  no  excufes  "  You  have 
profeifed  yourfelt  my  knight,  and  by  every  charm 
that  has  a  force  in  chivalry,  I  conjure  you  to  obey 
my  pleafure.  You  have  already  been  my  protector, 
now  luffer  me  to  become  yours."  This  will  be  a 
jubilee  at  the  Palace — 'tis  the  birth-day  of  my  Sif- 
ter— dance,  fong,  and  minftrelfy,  will  wing  the 
hours,  and  truft  me  we  (hail  teach  you  to  iorget 
your  forrows. 

•Hyp.  Ah  !  in  the  prefence  of  Olympia,  I  could 
lofe  the  memory  of  all  things — even  of  myfelf. 

Oiym.  Another  compliment  !  Oh  !  this  fame  fo- 
reft  air  hath  no  virtue  in  curing  thofe  infected  by 
the  breath  of  courts — (T.ht  hilloa  cry  of  Hunters  is 
beard). — Hark  !  my  train  draw  near — they  feek  me 
in  the  glen.  Hilloa  ! — (Colts  aloud.) 

Hunt.  (Without.)  Hilloa!   Hilloa! 

Oiym.  They  anfwer  me.  Remember,  Signor,  not 
a  word  of  my  adventure  at  the  Palace.  1  lhall  in- 
troduce you  to  the  Dutchels,  fimply  as  a  Iriend,  not 
as  my  deliverer — for  the  very  mention  of  banditti 

would 
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would  fill  my  Sifter's  fancy  with  a  thoufand  terror*. 
Remember  ! 

Hyp.  My  words  as  well  as  thoughts  are  yours — 
direct  them  as  you  pleafe. 

Olym.  A  gallant  pledge  ! — Now,  onward  to  the 
Palace  ! 


DUET. — OLYMPIA  and  HYPPOLITO. 

Olym.     Come  away  !  merry  Maids,  and  blythc  Cavaliers  all  I 
Come  away  !  with  a  shout  at  your  liege-lady's  call- 
Wherever  ye  scatter^  for  pleasure  or  prey, 
At  the  cry  of  '  La  Leup,'  gather  round  and  away  ! 

Hyp.      Come  away  !   whilst  the  morning  be  yet  in  its  prime, 
Dashing  dew  from  pale  myrtles,   and  beds  of  wild 

thyme — 
Under  roofs    quaintly   arch'd,    by  the   blossoming 

spray, 
At  the  cry  of  <  La  Leup  \9  gather  round  and  away  ! 

Falconers  enter  from   different  points  and  jurround 
OLYMPIA. 

Fal.      La  Leup  !  La  Leup ! 

Our  Falcons  stoop, 
They  wist  the  shrill  call  and  obey  ;— 
Lead,  Lady  !  lead, 
O'er  rock— o'er  mead-- 
Cry, merry  «  La  Leup!*  and  away  I 

[Exeunt. 
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OLVMPIA  and  HYPFOLITO. 

From  the  dingle,  the  glade,  and  the  dell, — 
From  cool  bower  where  the  Wood-fairies  dwell- 
Down  the  brake,  where  the  green  Lizard  glides— 
By  the  den  where  the  sleeping  Wolf  hides— 
'AJidst  the  plash  of  the  Water-fall's  bed—, 
Near  the  cross  at  the  murder'd  man's  head — 
Thro'  the  Wood's  hundred  paths  as  ye  stray. 
At  the  cry  of  4  La  Leup  !'  come  away 

Fal.        La  Leup!  La  Leup  !  lead  away  ! 

Olym.     La  Leup  !  La  Leup  !  come  away  ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.—Infidc  of  a  Hovel. 

Enter  MONTALDI  and  LUPATRO. 

Mon.  Fellow  !  begone,  and  leave  me  to  my  hell 
on  this  fide  death—  to  folitude  and  thought. 

Lup.  My  Lord,  for  Heaven's  fake  control  this 
fury. 

Mon.  Preach  to  the  winds,  when  mafts  of  mighty 
navies  crack  at  fea.  Am  I  not  loft — undone— re- 
nounc'd  of  Fortune,  and  purfued  by  mame  ? — a 

ruin'd  gamefter,  and  a  publifh'd  cheat  ? Ob  I 

Hell ! — my  name  lies  blafted  in  the  ear  of  Venice, 
and  all  the  yelping  pack  of  infamy  are  loos'd  upon 
my  heels.  Fellow  !  to  this  one  caft  my  lateft  hope 
was  pledg'd.  Olympia  in  my  power,  force  mould 
have  made  the  fcornful  beauty  mine.  Her  dowry 
might  have  hufhed  my  clamorous  creditors,  and 
proud  Alberti  muft  have  pardoned  in  a  brother, 

thofe 
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thofe  crimes  for  which  he'll  hate  me  now.  But  fate 
has  been  induftrious  in  my  ruin — the  precious  prize 
has  'fcap'd — and  fortune,  honour,  life — at  once  are 

loft! 

Lup.  You  grieve  too  deeply  on  this  crofs.  Grant 
that  Olympia  has  efcaped,  fufpicion  of  the  outrage 
cannot  fall  on  you — 'twill  but  be  deemed  a  chance 
attempt  of  common  plunderers,  and  fo  difmifled 
from  thought.  Your  agents  do  not  know  your  per- 
fon,  and  young  Hyppolito — 

Mon,  Aye — He — Lupatro,  He!  again  that  curfed 
he  !  my  ftars  were  prodigal  in  malice  fure,  when  he 
was  made  Olympia's  champion.  That  {tripling  is 
is  my  fate — twice  has  he  marred  my  deareft  hopes — 
at  Venice,  in  a  full  ailembly,  he  afperfed  my  name 
and  drove  me — Oh  !  fpeechlefs  rage  ! — Oh  !  killing 
ihame; — and  ftill  he  lives — Aye,  lives  to  triumph 
and  to  crofs  me  further.  But  if  there  be  means  of 
"Vengeance  yet  untried 

Lup*  Reft  fatisfied  with  thofe  already  ufed — the 
Inquifition  credit  your  report,  and  this  detefted  foe 
is  forced  from  Venice  and  her  States  for  ever.— 
Truft  me,  you  defpair  too  eafily. — Fortune's  frown 
is  not  eternal,  then  boldly  perfevere  and  win  her 
fmile ! — Prefent  yourfelf  directly  at  the  Palace. — 

Mon.  The  Palace  ! 

Lup.  Aye ! — Rumour  cannot  yet  have  blown 
your  deeds  from  Venice  thither — the  Dutchefs 
muft  receive  you  as  a  friend,  and  means  may  yet 
be  found  to  place  Olympia  in  your  power. 

Moti.  'Tb  poffible  my  deep  difg races  may  be 
cloak'd  awhile ;  but  then  at  laft  they  muft  be  known, 
— Yes,  Lupatro — the  damning  tale  muft  be  divulged, 
and  when  Alberti  learns 

Lup.  That  danger  is  remote. — You  have  only 
been  known  at  Venice  by  the  name  of  Setbeiloni — 

befides 
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befides,  Albert!  is  not  yet  returned  ;  nay,  more,  per- 
chance, he  never  may  return. 

Mon.  ( Eager ly.)\\&\  my  bed  Lupatro! — What 
is  in  thy  thought  ? 

Lup,  That  Alberti  Hands  the  common  chance  of 
war !  • 

Mon.  True — but  might  not  chance  be  rendered 
certainty  ? 

Lup.  What  mean  you  ? 

Mon.  (Confufed  and  diftruflful.)  No  matter  what 
•  Lupatro !  you  have  counfelled  rightly, — 

I'll  to  the  Palace. 

Lup.  My  ccurfe  for  Venice  lies — there  to  collect 
our  fcattered  friends,  whom  your  detection  had  dif- 
perfed. — Soon,  to  the  merry  Carter's  mufic  may  we 
meet  again, — 'till  then,  be  Fortune  honett  to  the 
bold.  v  [Exit. 

Mon.  To  the  Palace !— Aye !  to  deck  the  out- 
ward face  with  imiles,  while  the  hidden  fpirit  writhes 
in  agony — to  frame  an  artful  bkffing  at  the  lip, 
while  natural  curfes  mutter  round  the  heart — to 
feign  fweet  love,  when  bitter  hate  fwells  higheft,  and 
bend  the  tortur'd  body  into  homage,  when  all  its 
iinews  ftiffen  with  difdain.  Such  rules  I  now  muft 
meditate.  And  yet  a  leflbn  more  fevcre  remains  to 
con,  when  my  conceal'd  offences  (hall  be  known, 
then  muft  I  learn  to  lift,  with  humbled  front,  while 
-vulgar  goffips  defcant  on  the  tale — be  fcorn'd,  re- 
buk'd,  call'd  flave — yet  filent  fit,  choak  the  full  foul 
that  heaves  to  rail  in  turn,  and  like  a  cur,  a  tame 
and  houfehold  cur,  kifs  the  proud  foot  that  fpurns 
me  from  its  hearth  ! — Hell — Hell — muft  I  become 
this  abject  thing  ? — confefs  my  sins. — crawl  on  the 
earth — drop  tears  -cry  "  Noble  Duke  !  sweet  Lady 
Coufin,  turn,  caft  me  not  forth  to  die  the  beggars' 
death,  but  fpare  a  ducat  e'en  in  charity"  ? — Oh  ! 

D  'ere 
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'ere  my  faithlefs  lips  report  fuch  (hame,  yawn  earth, 
and  (wallow  me  !— No— like  Jove's  eagle,  at  the  Sun 
I'll  fly,  and  rife  by  courage,  or  with  courage  fall! 
Alberti !  thou'rt  the  Cloud 'twixt  me  and  day — 
thy  (hade  withdrawn,  and  Noon's  full  blaze  were 
mine.  Oh!  fatal  cloud!  muft  thou  endure  for 
ever  ?  Thoughts  crowd — my  Genius,  whether  good 
or  ill,  (Irikes  thro'  the  dark  with  enterprifmg  arm, 
and  points  a  courfe.  Hence  fear!  Fate  leads  me 

[Exit. 


on  ! 


SCENE  V.— A  Terrace  in  the  Palace  of  Alberti—a 
crowd  of  Peafantry  aflemhled,  with  mufic*  £3c. — a 
loudflourilh  of  their  Tamborines,  &c. 

Enter  LUDOVICO. 

Lud.  Silence  !  Silence  I — I  command  ftlence  in 
the  name  of  the  Dutchefs  ! — (Tamborines  &c.  again.) 
— Why,  how  now,  you  rebellious  rioters !  Are  my 
fovereign  orders  to  be  flighted  ?  Silence !  I  fay — do 
you  hear  me  ? — do  you  fee  me  ? — am  I  known 
here  ? — who  am  I  ? — Knaves,  who  am  I  ? — Eh  ! 

Old  Worn.  Marry,  who  (hould  you  be,  but  Ludo- 
vico,  to  be  fure. 

Lud.  Ludovico  ! — fimple  Ludovico! — *Ludo- 
vico  without  any  courtly  addition — Oh  !  thou 
irreverent  damfel  of  threescore  and  ten  !  Haft  thou 
no  refped  for  the  difference  of  conditions  ? — 
Has  not  the  Dutchefs  appointed  me  to  fuper- 
intend  the  gala  ?  Am  I  not  here  the  represent- 
ative  of  her  Grace  ?  And  do  not  all  my  words, 
looks,  and  attitudes,  favour  of  grace  ? — Ha  ! — 

(Aside 
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ide.) — I  fee  that  I  mud  bully  thefe  clowns  into 
a  fenfe  of  my  dignity.  Hark 'ye — good  people — J 
am — I  am 

Mar.  (Taps  him  on  the  flioxlder.)  A  very  noify- 
tongued  and  empty-patcd  fellow  ! 

Lud.  Ah  !  Marinetta  !  I  did  not  fee  you  before. 
Hem  ! — (Draws  her  a/ide.) — I  intend  to  make  you 
my  partner  in  the  dance. 

Mar.  Oh  !  no — the  honour  is  too  great.  Do 
you  think  I  have  "  no  refpect  -for  the  diffeunce  of 
conditions  ?" 

Lud.  Ah  !  gipfey. — Hark  ! — the  doors  of  the 
Saloon  open — the  Dutchefs  is  coming  to  receive 
your  compliments.  Now  for  your  fong — and  now 
for  your  prefents. 

Vm.  Ah  I  the  dear  Lady — I  fee  her- and  my 
old  eyes  grow  young  again  ! 

Jut.  Heaven  is  in  her  mind,  and  (lie  looks  its 
minifter ! 


\The  DUTCHESS  enters  Jrom  the  Palace — OLYMPIA, 
HYPPOLITO,  and  Attendants. — As  Jlie  pajjes  down 
the  Stage,  the  Pcafants  cajl  Jloivcrs  at  her  ^et,  and 
jalute  her.~\  i 

QUARTETTO. 
AMBROSE,  JULIAN,  ROSALIE,  MARIETTA. 

Lady  !  fair,  and  good,  and  great, 
Blessings  OD  thee  ever  wait ; 
All  thy  morrow's  glide  away, 
Bright  as  this,  thy  natal  day  ! 

Beauteous 
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Beauteous  Lady  !  each  wild  bloom, 
That  paints  the  vale  and  sheds  perfume  / 
Loving  hands  have  culled  for  thee, 
Emblems  of  thy  purity. 

CHORUS. 

Lady  !  fair,  and  good,  and  great, 
Blessings  on  thee  ever  wait,  &c. 

Dutch.  Kind  and  virtuous  people — Thanks  ! — my 
warmed  thanks  are  yours  by  right.  Were  I  a 
queen,  and  round  my  golden  chair  fubjected  na- 
tions knelt  with  tribute,  I  could  not  feel  that  glow- 
ing pride  of  heart,  which  now  thefe  fimple  gifts  and* 
artlefs  lays  infpire.  Oh  !  Sifter,  now  may  1  truly 
blefs  the  Virgin  for  this  added  year,  fince  my  exift- 
ence  is  of  value  to  my  fellows,  and  the  poor  man's 

prayer  remembers  me  to  Heaven!-- -Count!  I 

Icarcely  have  pronounced  your  welcome  as  I  ought, 
but  when  the  heart  abounds  the  tongue  is  most  a 
niggard. 

Hyp.,  fn  filence,  Madam,  you  are  eloquent — 
<{  your  eyes,  your  fmiles,  have  utterance — and  they 
expreifed  my  welcome  'ere  'twas  fpoken." 

Jul.  (dfide  to  Rofalie.)  Now,  Hofalie,  fpeak  to  the 
Dutchefs  now.  •  „ 

Rof*  I  can't,  Julian — indeed  I  can't — do  you 
fpeak. 

Jul.  Nay,  you  are  tfce  Dutchefs's  god-daughter, 
therefore,  'tis  you  (hould  fpeak. 

Dutch.  Ah !  Rofalie,  my  child — Julian  too — 
what  coil  is  this? — Would  you  fpeak  to  me,  Ro* 
ialie  ? 

Rof.  No,  my  Lady,  no — not  me. 

Yes,  my  Lady — Rofalie  has  a  fuit  to  make. 

Rof. 
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Rof.  No,  indeed,  my  Lady,  'tis  no  fuit  of  mine — 
only  Julian  wanted  me 

Amb.  Bah  !  Bah  ! — thefe  raw  recruits  never  march 
firmly  to  the  point — they  always  want  a  veteran  to 
drefs  their  line.  (He  ftruts  forward,  and  Jalutes  the 
Dutchejs  with  his  crutch.)  Your  Grace  !  Ambrole 
Bonel'ii,  invalid  Corporal  of  the  Seventh  regiment 
of  Black  Couraffiers,  falutes  your  Grace  !  The  fhort 
of  the  tale  is  thus : — Vincent  Venoni  here,  is  my 
neighbour — this  girl  is  his  daughter,  and  this  lad 
my  fon.  The  old  people  were  play-fellows  toge- 
ther when  children,  and  now  they  are  friends — the 
liking  feems  to  run  in  the  blood  of  us.  for  these 
young  ones  have  been  play-fellows  alto,  and  now 
they  are  lovers.  Cupid  beats  a  rub-a-dub  in  their 
hears,  and  they  only  want  a  commifiion  from  your 
Grace,  to  march  forward  in  quick  time,  prefent 
arms  at  the  church-door,  take  the  word  of  com- 
mand from  the  pneft,  and  then  to  (land  at  eafe  in 
the  ranks  of  matrimony,  for  the  reft  of  their  lives. 

Dutch.  Sweet  Folalie!  was  this  your  luit? — 'ti» 
granted  gladly.  Julian  !  from  me  you  muft  receive 
a  portion  with  your  bride, — but  truft  me,  in  her- 
felf,  her  gentle  virtues,  and  her  guilelefs  heart,  (he 
brings  a  dowry  to  her  hufband,  pafling  gold. 

Rof.  My  benefactrefs  ! — (Kneels  and  kiffes  her 
hand. ) 

Jul.  Kind  Lady  !  may  you  be  always  happy,  as 
you  have  rendered  me  to  day  ! — Oh  !  how  I  wiih  to- 
morrow was  come  I 

Vin.  I  fhall  invite  all  our  neighbours  to  the  wed- 
ding-dinner. 

Amb.  Aye  !  and  afterwards,  I'll  entertain  them 
with  the  hiftory  of  my  campaigns,  from  beginning 
to  end.  Oh  !  'twill  be  a  merry  day  ! 

Enter 
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Enter  GIOVANNI  from  the  Palace*  followed  'y  MON- 

TALDI, 

Gfa.  The  Baron  Montaldil 

Dutch.  Welcome,  dear  Coufm  !  You  arrive  in 
a  happy  hour  !  How  fhall  I  thank  you  for  this  kind 
furprize. 

Mon.  From  Verona  have  I  pofted,  to  greet  you, 
gentle  Lady,  on  this  joyful  day.  Long  may  the 
calendar  record  it  as  a  proof  that  bright  Aftrea  has 
not  flown  fcr  ever,  and  virtue,  worthy  Heaven,^  yet 
resides  on  earth  !  How  fares  the  noble  Duke,  my 
ever  honour'd  kinfman  ? 

Du'ch.  Ah  me  !  'tis  there  you  touch  the  painful 
chord  !  My  hufband  dill  is  abfent — ftill  in  danger. 
But  I  rely  on  Heaven  ! — 'tis  in  his  country's  caufe 
he  fights,  and  the  righteous  quarrel,  arms  its  cham- 
pion in  a  two  fold  mail ! 

Mont,  (Sees  OLYMPIA  who  advances.}  Ah  !  youi 
lovely  Sifter.  Will  not  Olympia's  lip  confirm  Mon- 
taldi's  welcome  ? 

Olym,  (Curt/ies  wiib  referve.)  My  Sifter,  Sir,  is 
mi  lire  fs  here,  .  The  vifitor  (he  fanctions,  I,  of 
courfe,  muft  welcome. 

Mon.  (Afide.)  Cold,  chilling  pride  ! — (Turning,  he 
glances  upon  HYPPOLITO,  uho  hitherto  has  remained 
M>*W.;— Whom  do  I  fee  ?  By  Hell,  my  fate  ! 

Dutch.  (Printing  HYPPOLITO.) — Coufm  !  the 
Count  Hyppoiuo,  our  vifitor — let  me  commend  to 
each  other's  iriendfhip — (As  MONTALDI  extends  his 
hand^  HYPPOLITO  lijts  his  eye,  recognizes,  ,and  recoils, 
aflcni/hid.} 

Hyp.  How!  Serbelloni! 

Mon. 
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Mm.     (With  feigned,  compofure.)     Montaldi,  Sig- 
ner, is  my  name. 

Dutch.    My  kinfman,  Count — newly  'lighted  from 
Verona. 

Hyp.  Verona  !  No  —'twas  at  Venice  that — your 
pardon — but  that  form,  thoie  features 

Mont.  Remind  you,  dcubtlefs,  of  fome  loft  rela- 
tion  

No — of  a 

(Quickly  taking  up  hh  words.']  Some  dear  but 
abfenl  friend  then.  Refemblances  are  oft  times  won- 
derful. But,  noble  Lord,  your  hand — and  let  the 
chance  that  recommends  me  to  your  eye,  lend  uie  a 
pafsport  alto  to  your  heart.  — (Hyppotixo  look* 
confufcdly  roundt  then,  with  a  con}lrain*d  effort  receives 
MONTALDI'S  band*  and  bows  in  filencc,) 

Hyp.  (A fide.)  It  is,  it  muft  be  he — my  fenfes  can- 
not err  fo  grofsly. 

Mont.  (AJide.)  He  knows  me  !  Gaze — aye,  gaze 
till  your  eye-ftrings  crack  !  I  fmile — but  ah  !  be- 
ware me  ftill— the  ferpent's  fkin  looks  glofly,  when 
its  bite  is  mortal  ! 

Dutch.  My  friends!  now  let  your  'cuftomed  fports 
begin !  Ludovico,  look  that  you  credit  your  ap- 
pointment. Come,  Signers,  look  not  for  a  court- 
pageant,  and  this  our  rural  revelry  may  win  your 
imile  !  (DUTCHES,  OLYMPIA,  &c.  retire  to  a  feat 
in  front  of  tbt  Palace.) 

Lud.  Now  my  light-heel'd  lads,  and  feather-foot- 
ed latfes  !  Now  for  a  proof  that  my  inftruftious 
have  been  heeded.  The  Graces !  the  Graces ! — 
'pr'ythee,  remember  the  Graces,  or  Ludovico  will 
difclaim  you  for  his  fcholars ! 


FINALE, 
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FINALE. 

ROSALIE  and  Peajants. 

Let  the  Dancers  advancing,  with  audible  feet, 
Reply  in  just  time  to  the  Tambourine's  beat, 
Now  quicken— now  slacken  the  mutable  pace, 
And  float  to  and  fro'  with  a  languishing  grace. 

Fond  Shepherds !  who  burn  for  the  frozen  Prude's  charms, 
Now  clasp  the  cold  Maid,  and  she  melts  in  your  arms- 
Confide  in  the  moment,  and  Conquerors  prove,-— 
For  Music  and  Dance  are  the  guides  of  blind  Love ! 


[A  ruftic  Ballet  commences — a  Vandeville  is  fung  In  um- 
fon  with  the  aElion  of  the  Dancers,  and  all  the  cba- 
ratters  difpofe  them/elves  info  Cheerful  group&s,  when 
the  Curtain  falls.'] 


END   OF    THE   FIRST   ACT* 


ACT 
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ACT  II.- 


SCENE  I  —  A  Saloon. 


Enter  OLYMPIA  followed  by  MONTALDI. 

Olym.  UNHAND  me,  Sir !  I  will  not  be  de- 
tained. 

Mon.  Turn,  fcornful  beauty,  turn  !  I  follow  you 
with  loving  fervice,  and  a  beadsman's  reverence. 
Can  thofe  fine  eyes,  with  Love's  own  colour  darkly 
ftained,  flafh  hatred  only  and  refentfui  fires  ?  iViuft 
that  pure  bread,  moulded  by  Nature  in  fome  luf- 
cious  dream,  whofe  tempting  whitenefs  might  undo 
a  Saint  with  wiflies,  heave  but  at  anger's  bid' ling  and 
with  gufts  of  fpleen  ? 

Olym,  Peace,  Sir — your  fuit  already  has  received 
the-anfwer  its  prefumption  merits — denial  and  dis- 
dain. I  leave  you  to  correct  its  vanity. 

Mon.  (Furioufly.J  Hold  !   You  (hall  not  pafs. 

Olym.  Shall  not  ? 

Mon.  No,  fair  infolent  ! — not  till  you  have  heard 

and  trembled  while ( Recolltfting  himself.}   Mad- 

nefs  and  fhame  !  what  would  I  fay  ?  Divine  Olym- 
pia  !  forgive  the  ralhnefs  of  di (traded  love.  T  fall 
your  penitent  and  Have  for  ever! — (Flings  himfelf 
rapidly  on  his  knee.) 

Ol)m.  Thou  daring,  arrogant,  prefumptuous 
man  !  At  Jaft  the  fraudful  mafk  is  dropped,  and  all 

E  thy 
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thy  furious  nature  (lands  revealed.  Now,  mark  me, 
Lord— contempt,  not  pity,  pardons  this  affront,  but, 
henceforth,  if  by  a  word — nay,  ev'n  a  look —you 
dare  but  hint  this  hateful  paflion  more,  my  Brother 
— mark  me — the  Duke  Alberti — (hall  redrefs  my 
wrongs,  and  curb  a  towering  spirit  that  would  foar 
too  high  !  [Exit. 

Mon.  Ft  is  pronounced  !  Handmaid  of  Deftiny  ! 
thy  lips  have  breathed  his  doom.  Olympia's  hate, 
not  tniney  devotes  Alberti  to  a  timelefs  grave ! 

Enter  HYPPOLITO. 

Hyp.  My  Lord  Montaldi  ! — a  word  before  you 
pals.  I  have  fought  you,  Sir. 

Mon.  (Haughtily.)  Indeed  ! — Montaldi  never  yet 
avoided  an  encounter.  Difclofe  your  mighty  pur- 
pofe,  youth  !  at  opce.  Jove's  thunder  kills  not — I 
can  bra*e  loud  words. 

Hyp.  Signor,  difmifs  that  flern  defiance  from  your 
brow — you  need  not  fear. 

Mon  Fear  ! — powers  of  ridicule  !  Whom  fliould  I 
fear?  the  boy  Hyppolito  ?  Forbid  it,  fcorn ! 

'Hyp.  You  mifinterpret  me  again.  I  come  to 
offer  peace  without  conditions.  Hear  me  !  In  the 
knowledge  of  Montaldi,  I  fain  would  lofe  the  me- 
mory of  Serbelloni.  Olympia's  kinfman  never  (hall 
be  deemed  by  me  a  foe, 

Mon.  Exquifite  courtefy !  I  lack  the  words  to 
thank  fuch  vaft  benevolence  aright. 

Enter  STEFAN'O. 

Sie.  My  Lord — the  Dutchefs  craves  your  pre- 
fence — a  meflenger  has  juft  alighted  from  the  camp. 

Mon. 
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-Mm.  The  camp!  Ah!  from  Albert!.  Count, 
your  pardon.  We  fhortly  may  confer  again.  Lead, 
fellow  ! — (AJidc.) — Thefe  tidings  make  or  mar  my 
hope !  {Exit. 

Hyp.  Inexplicable  being  !  But  let  the  ftormy  paf- 
ilons  dominate  in  his  bofom,  Love  reigns  the  lonely 
lord  of  mine,  quenching  all  fires  fave  thole  himlelf 
hath  kindled. 


AIR — HYPFOLITO, 

Love  !  LOTC  !  Lore  ! 
Capricious  God  !  tyrannic  Child ! 
Thy  words  arc  mad  — thy  looks  are  wild- 
Who  trusts  thee  most,  is  most  beguil'd, 

I  pry'thce  fly  from  me ! 


LOYC  !  Love  !  Love  ! 
Forgive  my  spleen — forget  my  prayer  / 
J  all  my  pettish  oaths  unswear, 
And  sue  thy  fetter  still  to  wear, 

More  dear  than  Liberty  ! 


"  Love !  Love  !  Love  I 
Tho*  strong  thy  bow,  and  keen  thy  dart, 
Thou  ne'er  didst  leave  the  stricken  heait, 
Without  a  balm  to  soothe  its  smart, 

Then  pr'ythee  stay  with  me  f," 


[Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  II.— A  Gallery  in  the  Cajlle  of  D*  Albert. 

Enter  LUDOVICO  and  feveral  Dome/lies. 

Lud.  Nay,  now  Pedro,  Vafques,  Sancho,  and  all 
the  reft  of  you,  my  very  good  friends,  pacify  your 
confounded  clamour — or,  if  you  will  Ipeak,  in 
quiet's  name,  propofe  your  queftions  iingly.  To 
anfwer  fix  at  a  time  would  be  a  difficult  tafk,  even 
for  a  female  tongue,  how  then  can  you  expect  it  of 
a  man  ? 

i/2.  Ser.  Nay,  but  good  Ludovico,  pr'ythee  fa- 
tisfy  us. 

Lud.  About  what  ? 

iJL  Ser.  The  Man— 

2nd  Ser.  The  Horfe— 

%d  Ser.  The  Letter— 

4th  Ser.  The  Dutchefs — 

Lud.  Which— which  first? 

All  Ser.  Together — together  ! 

Lud.  Oh!  ye  infatiables !  Well,  lifien  then. — 
Two  minutes  paft,  a  man,  mounted  on  a  roan-co- 
loured filley,  flopped  at  the  Caftle-gate.  The  poor 
jade  was  broken-winded,  from  overfpeed,  and  the 
rider  had  only  breath  enough  left  to  utter  five 
words — "  Shew  me  to  the  Dutchefs  !"  Thisfpoken, 
he  difmounted — then  producing  a  letter  with  the 
one  hand,  and  twirling  his  muftachios  with  the 
other,  he  ftalked  majeltically  to  my  Lady's  cham- 
ber. Now,  gentlemen,  I  have  related  the  whole 
bufmefs — but,  for  more  interefting  particulars,  fuch 
as,  what  may  be  the  errand  of  the  man,  what  the 
name  of  his  horie,  what  the  contents  of  the  letter, 
or  what  the  fentiments  of  the  Dutchefs,  1,  being 

utterly 
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utterly  at  a  lofs  to  explain,  mud  refer  you  to  the 

man,  the  letter,  the  Dutchefs,  and  the  horfe  them- 

felves  ! 

i/?  S  r    Well,  but  Ludovico — 

Lud.  Peace,  prater — the  Dutchefs  is  here. 

ijt  Ser.   Then  we  (hall  know  all.     (Retire  to  the 

hck  of  the  Stage.) 


Enter  DUTCHESS,  reading  a  Letter. 

Dutch.  {Reading.}  "The  courier  who  delivers  this 
billet  into  your  hand,  will  reach  the  Cattle  fcarcely 
an  hour  before  myfelf.  Judge,  deareft  Leonora, 
by  the  impatience  of  your  own  heart,  how  eagerly 
mine  anticipates  our  interview ! 

"  Thine,  ever,  .ALBERT/I/' 

Tranfporting  tidings  !   Who  waits  there  ? 

Ser.  (All  running  forward  and  jpcaktvg  together.)  I, 
I,  1,  1, 

Dutch.  What,  (o  many,  and  fo  fwift  aflembled  ! 
Oh  !  well-timed  alacrity  !  I  fummon  you  to  par- 
take my  happinefs.  Your  Lord,  my  Hufband,  in 
another  hour  will  be  reftored  to  his  family. 

Lud.  Duke  Alberti  returned  !  Oh!  blefied  day! 

Old  Ser.  Our  mafter  given  back  to  us — joyful 
hearing ! 

Di<i<;.b.  Yes,  my  people,  it  is  even  fo — haften  and 
diffuie  the  tidings  thro*  the  Caftle.  Let  every  eye 
fparkle  with  pkafure,  and  every  heart  expand  itself 
in  gaiety  ! 

Ser.  Huzza  !  Long  live  the  noble  Alberti,  and 
the  generous  Leonora  !  (Exeunt. 

Dutch.  Thanks,  thanks. — Oh  !  my  Alberti !  how 
honourable  to  thee  are  the  acclamations  of  thefe 

hondt 
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honeft  creatures.  Thy  vaflals  welcome  the  return 
of  their  Lord  with  fuch  a  natural  unfbrc'd  rapture, 
as  duteous  children  greet  a  tender  parent.  Such 
muft  it  ever  prove,  when  the  highly. born  temper 
their  authority  with  gentlenefs,  and  ufe  their  po- 
tency to  fuccour,  not  oppreis  the  lowly-ones  whom 
fate  has  placed  beneath  them  ! 


Enter  MONTALDI. 

.  Dutch.  Montaldi,  deareft  friend — have  the  glad 
tidings  reached  you  ? 

Mon.  No — but  the  joy  vifible  in  the  faces  of  your 
domeftics,  and  ftill  more  the  lovely  fmiles  which 
now  irradiate  your  own,  acquaint  me,  far  more 
forcibly  than  words,  that  my  noble  kinfman  Al- 
berti  — — 

Dutch-  Returns  this  very  hour.  Yes,  Montaldi, 
the  gallant  glorious  Alberti,  after  combating  with 
vi6lory  for  three  long  years,  in  his  country's  caufe, 
now  (heaths  in  peace  his  laurell'd  fword,  and  claims 
again  the  bleflings  of  domeftic  eafe. 

Mon.  Praifed  be  Heaven  !  Oh !  Lady,  my  joy 
has  not  words  to  fpeak  its  fukiefs — but  you  know 
my  heart. 

Dutch.  I  truft,  my  friend,  I  do:  and  deem  it 
ever  the  relidence  of  honour.  Accept  from  my 
finger  this  ring,  an  amethyft  fet  with  brilliants — 
wear  it,  I  pray  you,  as  a  pledge  of  my  efteem,  and 
a  memorial  of  this  propitious  hour. 

Mon.  Thou  generous  lovelinefs !  Yes~I  will 
wear  it  as  an  amulet — a  blefied  charm.  Now  hear 
me,  Heaven,  if  ever  I  deceive  or  wrong  the  giver, 
may 

Dutch.  Hold  I— that  heart  muft  be  indeed  fufpi- 

cious, 
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clous,  that  could  doubt  fincerity  like'  yours.  Oh ! 
Montaldi,  this  fudden  happinefs  ftrikes  upon  the 
fer.fes  almoft  too  keenly.  4t  Let  Alberti  be  reftored 
to  me"  was  all  my  prayer  to  Heaven  ;  that  prayer 
is  granted,  and  not  a  bleffing  now  remains  for  me  to 
crave,  or  fortune  to  beftow  !  [Exit. 

Mon.  Eafy,  trufting,  and  deluded  woman  !  Aye, 
repofe  with  carelefs  confidence  upon  your  vifionary 
couch  of  blifs,  liftening  to  the  lullabies  of  Hope, 
and  weaving  garlands  never  to  be  worn  !  Soon  will 
the  tempeit  rife,  whofe  fatal  rage  (hall  defolate  your 
fancied  paradile  for  ever.  Within  one  little  hour 
you  expeft  that  Alberti  will  return — within  one  lit- 
tle hour  will  Alberti  ceafe  to  breathe,  Even  at  the 
moment  when  your  outftretched  arms  prepare  to 
clafp  a  hufband,  the  dark  embrace  of  Death  (hall 
interpofe,  and  hide  him  from  you  in  eternal  night  I 


Enter  LUDOVICO  behind. 

Lud.  Wnere  the  plague  can  all  thefe  lazy  varlets 
have  betaken  themfelves  ?  Every  thing  to  be  done, 
and  nobody  to  do  any  thing,  Eh !  bignor  Mon- 
taldi here ! 

Men.  (Ruminating.)  Alberti  once  removed,  the, 
title  and  thefe  rich  domains  are  mine.  Shall  i  then 
hefitate  ?  Forbid  it,  great  ambition  ! 

Lud.  Now  what  can  he  be  muttering  about  ? — 
ITaith  I'll  fpeak  to  him.  Signor  Montaldi  ' 

Mon.  (Still  lost  in  thought.}  Yes,  Alberti— thy 
mortal  hours  are  counted.  This  daring  arm,  and 
covering  darknefs,  confpire  to  bid  their  end  ! 

Lud.  (Advancing  )  Signor  ! 

Mon.  (Starts.)  Ha!  Fellow!  Ludovico — what 
is't  you  fay  ? 

Lud. 
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Lud.  I  give  you  joy,  Signer. 

Mon.  Me  joy  ! — of  what  ? 

Lud.  Of  Duke  AJberti's  return.  The  pooreft 
peafant  on  his  domain  rejoices  at  the  news — of 
courfe  his  kinfman  muft, 

Mon.  Oh  !  certainly,  Ludovico — certainly,  I  re* 
joice. 

Lud.  Ah  !  Signor,  what  a  goodly  fight  it  muft  be 
for  a  by-ftander,  when  the  Duke  and  my  Lady 
meet  after  fuch  a  long  abfence.  I  warrant  me 
they'll  kite,  and  all  that,  like  two  young  fweet- 
hearts;  The  Dutchefs  has  had  no  children,  but, 
the  Saints  willing,  (lie  may  now, — He  !  He  !— And 
tho'  my  Lord  has  quitted  the  wars  himfelf,  he  may 
flill  raife  a  few  recruits  for  the  fervice. — He !  He  I 
He!— 

Mon.  Fellow  !  you  prefume.  Dare  you  to  ad- 
drefs  your  ribald  jefts  to  me  ?  Begone  ! — (Afidc.)— 
The  night  is  haftening  on.  Oh  !  would  that  it  were 
paft,  and  Alberti  never  more  to  meet  the  morning ! 

["£*//. 

Lud.  Oh  !  the  Saints!  How  fome  folk  can  frown 
and  ftrut.  Now  was  he  angered  with  me,  when  I 
wifhed  the  Dutchefs  might  have  children,  becaufe, 
forfooth,  he  is  next  of  kin,  and  has  an  eye  to  the 
heirfhip  himfelf.  Hang  him,  for  a  fulky,  crofs* 

grained but  why  do  I  think  of  him,  when  I 

have  fo  many  pleafanter  fubjeBs  for  my  thoughts  ? 
Oh  !  what  rare  merry  times  we  (hall  have  in  the 
Caftle,  now  my  Lord  is  returned— -fuch  feafting  in 
the  halls — fuch  dancing  in  the  bowers — and  then  my 
pretty  Marinetta — poor  little  foul.  I  am  to  meet 
her  in  the  Wood  of  Olives  to-night,  and  when  f 
tell  the  news,  I  warrant  me  will  be  ready  to  leap 
out  of  her  fkin  with  furprife.  I'll  marry  her,  and 

then 
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then  I  (hall  furprize  her  dill  more — for  the  mar- 
riage ceremony  always  (inifhes  with  amazement! — 
But  when  I  have  wedded  the  Gipfey,  (hall  I  be  abie 
to  govern  her! — Aye!  there's  the  rub — for  alas! 
when  once  a  man  takes  to  himfelf  a  Rib,  it  gene- 
rally grows,  by  little  and  little,  till  it  becomes  his 
belter  halt ! 


SONG— -LUDOVICO. 

A  story  there  runs,  of  a  marvellous  Well, 
Near  fair  Florence  city,  (so  Travellers  tell) 

To  St.  Agnes  devoted, 

And  very  much  noted, 
For  mystical  charms  in  its  waters  that  dwell. 
With  all  new-married  couples — the  story  thus  goes, 
Which  c?er  drinks  first  of  the  spring  there  (hat  flows, 

Beit  Husband  or  Wife, 

That  One  shall  for  life, 
On  the  other  a  yoke  of  subjection  impose. 

Young  Claude,  led  Claudinc,  to  the  church  as  his  bride, 
And  Wedlock's  hard  knot  in  a  twinkling  was  tied, 

But  the  Clerk's  nasal  twang, 

c  Amen  !  scarce  had  rang, 

WhenthQ  Bridegroom  clop'd  from  his  good  woman's  side. 
Away,  like  a  hare  from  the  hounds,  started  he- 
Till  reaching  the  well— dropping  plump  on  his  knee, 

'  Dear  St.  Agnes  !'   he  criud, 

(  Let  me  drink  of  thy  lid  -, 
*  And  the  right  to  tho  breeches  establish  in  »e.' 


He 
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He  quafPd  till  nigh  bursting  —  again  turn'd  to  quafi, 
'Till  the  bride  in  pursuit,  reached  his  side  with  a  laugh  — 

Lifting  briskly  his  head, 

To  the  Lady  he  said, 

'  rm^rst  at  the  well,  Spouse!  —  so  bow  to  the  staff!' 
The  Dame  to  her  Hubby,  replied  with  a  sneer-  — 

*  That  you're  first  at  the  well  after  marriage  is  qlear— 

'  But  to  save  such  a  task, 
<  I  fill'd  a  small  flask, 

•  And  took  it  to  church  in  my  pocket,  my  Dear  /' 

SCENE  III  —  A  Library. 

Enter  OLYMPIA  reading. 

Olym.  If  fiction  be  indeed  the  foul  of  poetry, 
Petrarch  was  but  an  impoftor  in  his  art,  for  hia  num- 
bers are  the  breath  of  Truth,  and  'tis  the  heart's  re- 
ligion  to  believe  them.  But  hold  !  —  Santa  Maria  ! 
—  into  what  a  confefsion  would  my  reverie  betray 
me  ?  —  or  how  comes  this  volume  in  my  hand  ?  I'm 
fure  when  I  entered  the  Library,  I  meant  to  have 
felefted  fome  different  Author—  what  a  mischievpus 
mi  flake  !  I'll  read  no  more  —  ah  !  but  to  clofe  the 
book  now,  is  but  breaking  the  fatal  chalice  after  my 
lip  has  drained  it  of  its  poifon,  Vifions  of  Vau- 
clufe  ftill  float  before  my  fight,  and  the  lay  of  love 
yet  lingers  on  my  ear  ! 


Dark  woods  of  Vaucluse"!  and  (lion  rapid  Durance  ! 

Thro'  whose  bovvers,  by  Avhose  banks,   Nature   wanders 

unzon'd— 
Jn  your  cold  sunless  deeps  woke  the  Genius  of  France, 

your  Swains  were  the  nurses  his  infancy  own'd. 
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With  pastoral  pipe,  then  with  harp  and  quaint  rhyjnes, 

Your  Troubadours  rov'd— a  romance-weaving  throng— 
IB  quest  of  adventure  they  pac'd  foreign  climes, 
But  to  Y*>u,  e?er  fondly  reverted  their  song- 
Proclaiming  wherever  their  footsteps  might  rove, 

<  Vaucluse  is  the  birth-place  of  Letters  and  Love.1 

ROMANCE. 

On  a  river's  margin,  a  Troubadour  sat  playing, 

'.  Dear  Vaucluse  !  my  birth-place—  far  your  son  is  straying; 

*  Home,  alas !  is  distant — Friends  are  seen  no  more— 

*  Dulce— Dulce  Domum  !' — sang  the  little  Troubadour. 

*  Chaunting  light  romances — hill  and  valley  ranging—. 

c  Hall  and  bower  receive  him  —yet  his  heart  unchanging  — 

*  Thro'  such  varied  travel,  Home  must  still  deplore — 

*  Dulce — Dulce  Domum  /'  sang  the  little  Troubadour. 

6  Lords  and  Ladies  listen,  whilst  his  wild  harp  playing— 

*  Coin,  both  gold  and  silver— ballad-lays  repaying, 

<  The  wand'ring    Boy  with  riches,   Home  may  reach  once 

more ! 
€  Dulce — Dulce  Domum !'  sang  the  little  Troubadour. 


Enter  HYPPOLITO. 

Hyp.  Olympia  !  I  venture  into  your  prefence  un- 
bidden— tell  me  if  I  intrude. 

Olym.  Oh  !  no — no !  A  fine  Gentleman  in  the 
country  is  like  a  hot-houfe  Rofe  at  Chriftmafs,  lels 
delcrving,  perhaps,  than  the  natural  flower,  but  al- 
ways welcome,  on  account  of  its  rarity,  and  the  ex- 
pence 
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pence  of  its  produ&ion.  -  Do  you  come  here  to 
fludy  ?  Of  what  work  are  you  in  queft  ? 

Hyp*  The  faireft  of  the  Creator's. 

Olytn.  Some  Eaftern  tale,  I  prefume  —  for  you 
fpeak  in  allegory. 

Hyp.  Yet  I  mean  in  earneft.     I  would  read-*- 


Olym>  Ah  !  I'm  afraid  you  will  find  that  a  work 
full  of  errors  ;  and,  without  a  copious  gloffary,  very 
difficult  to  be  underftood, 

Hyp.  Yet  it  prefents  a  title-page  fo  prepofTeffing, 
that  I  am  encouraged  to  proceed. 

Olym.  Be  warned  in  time  !  Woman  is  a  language 
of  itfelf  —  its  characters  are  more  obfcure  than  hiero- 
glyphics, and  many  a  Mafter  of  Arts  has  been  puz- 
zled to  decypher  the  text. 

Hyp.  All  languages  have  their  grammars,  and  I 
can  be  a  perfevering  fcholar, 

Olym.  Aye  !  but  this  differs  from  all  other  gram- 
mars in  its  very  firft  principle.  In  ichool-taught  lan- 
guages, the  parts  of  fpeech  are  confined  to  eight, 
but  in  Woman's  tongue  the  number  exceeds  all 
limit. 

Hyp.  My  fpirit  has  the  true  touch  of  knight-er- 
rantry, and  difficulty  only  inflames  its  zeal.  Lady, 
deign  but  you  to  become  my  inftru&or,  and  I  (hall 
be  found  a  pupil  of  enterprize  !  (Takes  her  hand.) 

Oiym*  Lud  !  lud  !  Would  the  man  learn  a  lan- 
guage as  jugglers  interpret  fate  —  by  dint  of  palm- 
iflty  ?  In  pity's  name  fpare  my  hand  ! 

Hyp.  When  you  commence  my  leflbn  —  'till  then 
I  detain  it  as  a  lawful  prize. 

Olym  I  proteft  againft  the  capture,  and  denounce 
you  tor  a  pirate.  , 

Hyp.  Nay,  thus  then  I  produce  my  letters  of 
marque  —  (Kijfing  the  band  with  fervour.}  —  Ah  !  'twas 

upon 
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upon  the  high  feas  that  firfl  I  exercifed  this  privi- 
lege. Has  Oiympia  forgotten  the  Carnival  and  the 
Adriatic  ?  Shadow  and  lil^nce  were  upon  the  wave 
— the  curtam'd  gondola  that  (hut  out  curious  eyes, 
locked  in  lovers  to  their  wish.  Our  hands  ibrr'd 
not — yet  their  motionlefs  contaft  thrill'd  to  the 
heart.  Our  lips  exchanged  no  accent,  but  the  dew 
of  Paradife  dropped  bit-flings  on  their  filent  kifs  I 
C'h  !  moments  that  are  memory's  fun-beams!  Can 
Oiympia  have  forgotten  them  ? 

DUETTO.— HVPPOLITO  and  OLYMPIAD 

Hyp*     Say !  hast  thou  forgotten  the  Gondola  light!/ 

O'er-gliding   with   hush'd   oar   the   moon. lighted 

stream  ? 

Olym.  Ah!  no—  I  remember— Night's  eyesparkled  brightly- 
Thought   calls   back   the  hour   like  a  half-faded 

dream. 
Hyp.     Not  a  sound  struck  our  car,  save  the  waters  in  mo. 

tion, 

Replying  with  moans  to  the  Gondolier's  song— 
Olym.  Eyes  met  not  one  image  of  life  upon  Ocean, 

Save  the  fire-gnat  that  flitted  in  flashes  aloug  ! 

Duo.    Memory  hoards  that  night  as  treasure. 
Relique  of  departed  pleasure- 
All  its  outline  hath  s\\e  cherish'd, 
If  some  finer  tints  have  pcrish'd; 
Fancy  waits  at  Memory's  prayer. 
Each  slight  blemish  to  repair- 
Now  she  soars  on  sun-bright  pinion, 
Far  from  frozen  Truth's  dominion, 
And  fluttering  o'er  the  faded  hours, 
Drops  their  dear  urn  \vith  living  flowers !      [Ejceunf. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. — A  Dark  Avenue  leading  through  Wood* 
to  the  Cajile. 

Enter  MARINETTA. 

Mar.  OH  !  this  loitering  Lover  of  mine!  Deuce 
take  his  lazy  legs,  "  if  he  moves  thus  flowly  after 
marriage  as  he  does  before  it,  I  fhall  lead  but  a  forry 
life  on't:" — 'Tis  paft  the  hour  appointed,  and  if  I 
fhould  be  miffed  from  the  Valley,  I  (hall  be  fa 
fcolded  by  my  father  and  fUler— Oh !  would  he 
were  come! 


AIR. — MARINETTA, 

Whither  strays  my  Lover  ? 

By  lake,  or  lawn,  or  lea  ? 
Moon-beams  guide  the  Rover, 

And  light  his  steps  to  me  1 

Glow-worms !  quaintly  peepingy 

O  !  lift  your  heads  around- 
Tiny  watch-fires  keeping, 

About  the  doubtful  ground. 

Owl  and  Bat  forbear  him — 

Nor  flap  athwart  his  way ! — 

Wolf,  nor  Ban-dog  tear  him— 
His  path  be  safe  as  day ! 


Enter 
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Enter  LUDOVICO  thro*  the  Irees  behind. 

Lud.  Faith!  Marinetta,  the  fcng  of  a  Damfel  is 
an  excellent  compafs  for  all  wandering  Lovers— ihy 
ditty  has  guided  me  thro*  the  mazes  of  the  wood,  as 
the  bark  of  the  Shepherd's  cur,  k-ads  a  ftray  wether 
to  the  fold. — 

Mar.  Out  upon  thee,  (laggard — in  truth,  now  my 
lips  itch  to  give  thee  thy  deterts — 

Lud.  Place  them  clofe  againll  mine,  then  let  them 
fcold  with  all  their  fury. — [_Kiffc$  ber.~] 

Mar.  Tqfh !  trifler,  do  you  think  I  am  to  be  fa- 
tisfied  with  kifles  ? 

Lud.  No,  but  take  them  now,  as  earned  of  what 
better  I  will  do  for  thee  hereafter. — We'll  be  married, 
Girl! 

Mar.  Aye  !  that  were  fomething— but  when  ? 

Lud>  'Ere  thou  can'ft  grow  a  head  taller,  or  I  fall 
a  foot  deeper  in  the  quagmire  of  Love. — The  Duke 
returns  to-night. — 

Mar.  Oh  1  the  Virgin ! — then  the  penfion,  Lu- 
dovico — 

Lud.  Aye,  and  then  the  wedding-ring,  Mari- 
netta— 

Mar.  "  But  Rofalie  will  have  worn  hers,  before  I 
fit  on  mine — for  (he's  to  be  married  to-morrow. — It 
vexes  me  that  ihe  fhould  get  the  ftart  of  us — 

Lud.  Never  mind,  we  muft  bg  the  more  diiligent 
to  keep  pace  with  her  afterward — I'll  wager  thee,  a 
ducat,  Marinetta,  that  our  ftrfl  boy  will  be  made  a 
Chriftian  before  the  year's  out." — 

Mar.  Well — the  Saints  know  bed — bat  when  we 
wed,  wilt  thou  be  faithful  to  me,  J.«dgvic\»? 

Lud. 
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Lud.  I'll  cleave  to  thee  clofer  than  a  Courtier  to 
his  Sinecure,  a  Churchman  to  his  Benefice,  or  Chi- 
rity  to  the  palm  of  a  Dutch  Ufurer. — Bliilers  (hail 
not  flick  to  thy  perfon  more  periiftingly  than  my 
affections. 

Mar.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word — there's  my  hand  ! 

Lud,  Have  with  thee,  girl ! — the  wide  ocean  of 
life  rolls  before  us ;  but  youth,  equips  our  little 
bark,  with  firm  timbers  and  flout  rigging — Love, 
unfurls  the  fail  before  a  favouring  breeze,  and  Hope* 
as  fhe  weighs  the  anchor,  ciies,  "  A  Happy  Voyage  I'* 


DUET. — LUDOVICO,  MARINETTA." 

Lud.     Lass !  bid  the  girls  their  tabrcis  play, 

By  sun-rise  on  our  marriage  day — 
Mar.     Lad !  bid  the  boys  their  cymbals  beat, 

At  eve,  when  on  the  lawn  we  meet — 
Lud.     Lass !  no  coquettish  glances  fling, 

Eyes  fix  upon  the  wedding  ring- — 
Mar.     Lad  !  when  the  joke  and  kiss  go  round, 

With  bridemaids  be  not  truant  found — 
Both.    No,  no,  never — love  for  ever 
Binds  in  one  us  two; 

Time's  endeavour — ne'er  shall  sever 

Those  who  love  so  true  ; 
Mar.     Lad  !  when  the  honeymoon  be  past, 

Dost  think  that  courtship's  sweets  will  last? 
Lud.     Lass !  sweets  for  food  too  long  might  cloy, 

Slight  acids  only  sharpen  joy. 
Bvtk.    No,  no,  never— love  for  ever,  &c. 

[Retire  thro"  the  Trees  at  the  bottom  of  the  ftage. 

Enter 
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Enter  MONTALDI,  dijguifed. 

Mon.  Fortune  more  than  meets  my  wiflies— the 
impatient  Duke  difmounts  from  his  fteed,  and  haf- 
tens  thro*  the  Oiort  wood-walk  to  his  Cuftle,  on  foot 
and  Unattended. — The  Harknefs  and  folitude  of  this 
fpot  are  happy  acceflaries — I  hear  his  footftep ! — 
Yes,  it  is  he,  it  is  my  vidim — Now  let  my  arm 
ftrike  firmly,  or  palfies  wither  it  for  ever  ! — \Draws 
back,  and  Jixes  a  Majk  over  hii  face. 

Enter  ALBERTI. 

Benignant  Providence !  how  grateful  to  my  foul 
are  the  recollections  which  this  moment  infpires. — 
Every  (lep  I  take — the  lighteft  breath  of  the  winds 
upon  my  cheek — the  fmalleft  (ound  that  ftealsupon 
my  ear,  revives  a  thouiand  tender  namelefs  fympa* 
thies ! — The  turf  now  preffed  by  my  feet,  ftretched 
its  eafy  verdure  beneath  my  childifh  fteps — the  trees 
now  darkly  waving  o'er  my  head,  fhadowed  my 
earlieft  fports  in  infancy.——"  All  the  objects  that 
furround  me,  are  native,  and  as  the  eye  recognifes, 
the  full  heart  aflbciates  each,  with  fome  precious 
image  of  former  happinefs,  that  memory  treafures, 
and  reflection  fan&ifies !" — Soft !  thro'  yon  opening 
branches,  lights  now  gleam  from  the  windows  of 
my  Caftle, — Leonora !  my  Beloved  !  foon  lhall  our 
bofoms  throb  in  unifon  1 
[^5  be  advances*  Montaldi  fuddenly  crojfes  his  patb> 

and  aflaults  him-  Alberti  evades  the  thru/I,  and  is 

only  wounded  in  the  arm.\ 

Alb.  Ha!  Villain,  thy  arm  has  failed,  I  am  ftric- 

G  ken 
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ken,  but  not  (lain.  [He  draws — Montaldi  rujhes  ifyon 
him  with  defperatc  fury — He  contends  feebly  for  a 
moment,  but  is  dijarmcd  and  falls. — The  weapon  of 
Montaldi  is  pointed  at  his  breafl.  when  LUDOVICO 
and  MARINETTA  rujh  forward  from  among  the 
trees. 

Mar.  Heavens !  the  clafh  of  fwords ! 

Lud.  Hold!  hold! — how — butchering  a  fallen 
man  !  have  at  you,  aflaffin !  (Engages,  and  drives 
Montaldi  off.) 

Mar.  Saints  protect  me!  here  is  cruel  murder 
done — 

Alb.  Hold  !  my  blood  flows  fad — bring  me  fome 
help — 

Mar.  Heavens!  that  voice — furely — it  is  Duke 
Alberti — 

Alb.  You  name  me  rightly — Whoe'er  you  are 
for  charity  fetch  inftant  aid — 

Mar.  Ludovicol  Ludovico ! 


Re-enter  LUDOVICO, 

Lud.  Here  I  am — the  villain  has  efcaped  me—- 
but 1  have  marked  him — 

Mar.  Oh  !  Ludovico — 'tis  our  Lord — Duke  Al- 
berti whom  he  has  murdered- — 

Lud.  Heavens !  my  maftcr — my  dear,  dear  Mas- 
ter! 

Alb.  Good  fellow !    help  to  fupport  me  to  the 
Caftle. 

Lud.  Oh  !  fatal  hour — returned  only  to  perim — 

Alb.  Not  fo— I  do  but  bleed—the  hurt  is  flight 

—lend  me  thine  arm!  fo— foft!— foft! 

(  LUDOVICO  and  MARIN  ETTA  fupport  him  off  between 
them. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  V.  —  The  Valley  —  the  Horizon  now  prefents 
the  appearance  of  a  ferene  and  unclouded  Ntgbt,  with 
Stars,  &c.  Ihe  lattice  over  the  Cottage-  door  ts  open, 
where  ROSALIE  fos  —  L'ghts  are  burning  within  — 
the  Nightingale 


AIR.—  Ros  A  LIE. 

Peace!  plaintive  mourner  !  —  on  mine  ear 

As  thy  melodious  sorrows  fall, 
So  oft  my  Lover's  voice  I  hear 

In  distance  and  delusion  call. 
Then  Philomel!   suspend  thy  song, 

Lest  phantasy  betray  the  mind  — 
And  Echo  only  waft  along 

Soft  sighs  to  soothe  my  soul  design'd  ! 

(JULIAN  appears  running  gaily  down  the  rock.) 


Be  wings  oh  !  feet,  and  lightly  fly 
As  shadows  blown  o'er  summer  sky 

By  morning's  early  air  ! 
The  dells  are  deep—  the  rocks  are  high- 
Yet  bold  of  step  untir'd  I  fly 

To  greet  my  plighted  Fair. 


ROSALIE. 
Hist  I  hist!  a  footstep  strikes  my  ear! 

JULIAN. 
Dear  maid !  behold  thy  Julian  here ! 

BOTH. 


52  THE  PEASANT  BOY. 

BOTH. 

Night  with  fears  o'ercast  the  miqd, 

My  Love  away— 
Night  hath  flown — my  Love  I  find 

And  now  'tis  day. 

Jut.  Now,  Rofalie !  have  I  not  made  good  fpeed 
in  returning  to  you  ? 

RoJ.  Speed,  call  you  it?  Ah!  I  have  watched  for 
you  from  yon  cafement,  eve>  fince -fun-fet,  and 
have  numbered  each  little  ftar  as  it  rofe  in  the 
Heavens,  with  a  figh  for  your  delay.  But  come 
into  the  Cottage — and — Ah  !  what  do  1  fee  ? — Ju- 
lian !  there's  blood  upon  your  flevve  ! — 

Jut.  Oh!  a  trifle — juft  as  I  climbed  the  fecond 
rock,  a  famifhed  Wolf  affailed  me—but  I  planted 
my  Dagger  in  the  monfter's  throat,  and  hurled  him 
down  the  precipice — the  wortt  of  the  adventure  is, 
ftumbling  thro*  over  fpeed,  I  dropped  my  weapon 
on  the  rock — it  flipped  away  down  the  (helving  path 
and  fell  amidft  the -myitle  bufhes  at  the  bottom — 

'twas  too  dark  to  recover  it. But  I  muft  fearch 

the  fpot  in  the  morning 

Pof.  Aye!  in  the  morning  if  you  will— but  come 
into  the  Cottage  now — and  if  you  plead  hard,  per- 
haps I  may  forgive  you. 

Jul.  That  you  (hall,  and  reward  me  befides — I 
do  not  rilque  my  neck  over  rocks  in  the  dark  for 
nothing — \jlhey  Enter  the  Cottage.) 

[A  cry  of  "  Follow  !  follow  /"  is  heard  dtftantly. — 
MONTALDI  rufhes  down  the  rocks.  His  Hand  fir -earn* 
ing  -with  blood,  and  his  dark  Mantle  /pnnklcd  profufely 
from  the  wound.'] 

Mon.  1  am  clofely  purfued — whither  (hall  [  turn 
tor  concealment  ?  My  hand  is  almoit  cut  in  twain, 
and  Us  dreadful  wound  will  difcover  me  ! 
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(He  fl  aggers  exhaufted  againft  the  Cottage  door.  Guards 
with  torches  atefeen  rapidly  travel  '[ing  the  fuj  theft  rock, 
and  the  cry  of  "follow  !  follow!"  rcjounds  in  every 
direction. 

Mon.  They  gain  upon  me  —  if  I  am  taken  in 
this  blood-ftained  garment,  I  am  loft,  paft  laving 

—  Gcd  !  God  of  mercy  !  —  hear  and  -  Ah  !   No 

—  ao  —  I  dare  not  pray.  -  One  only   chance  is 
left  me  !  (He  Juddenly  flings  off  the  mantle,  and  folding 
the  majk  within  it,   cafts  it  down  before  the  Cottage  door.) 
Now,  Fortune  !  I  am  thy  Creature,  —  preferve  me, 
if  thou   can'ft  !     (He  flies  by  the  oppofite  path.) 
(Cries  are  repeated  nearer,  and   the  torches   now  flafh 
amid  It  the  Vineyards  below  the  Rock.     JULIAN   enters 

from  tbe  Cottage.  ) 

Jui.  What  a  clamour  is  here!  —  and  it  fourds 
clofe  to  the  Valley  —  Ah  !  fomebody  has  dropped  a 
MantJe  Let  me  fee  —  what  have  we  here  wrapped 
within  it?  —  a  Maik  !  —  and  —  Oh  !  1  am  chilled  uith 
honor  !  —  the  mantle  is  frefhly  Itained  with  blood  !  — 

Enter  MARINETTA. 

Mar.  The  Saints  be  praifed  !  I  have  reached  home 
at  kft  - 

JuL  Who's  there?  -  Marinetta! 

Mar.  Oh  !  Julian,  Murder  has  been  doing  in 
the  wood,  and  Guards  are  now  in  puriuit  of  the 
afTaliin.  .* 


STFFANO  in  purjuit. 

Stef.  This  way  the  Ruffian  mud  have  fled.  - 
PealantSj  has  he  patted  ?—— 

Jut.  (Trembling  and  Jlill  looking  upon  the  mantle.} 
Patted  ! 
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Stef.  Aye  ! — he  will  be  taken.—  -Ludovico  has 
defcribed  him  ;  his  perfon  was  muffled  in  a  fable 
Mantle,  and  a  maik. 

Enter  BIONDELLO  bearing  in  one  hand  a  torch,  and  ex- 
hibiting with  the  other  a  blood-jlained  weapon. 

Bion.  Stefano!  we  are  in  the  right  track  !  This 
inftant,  by  my  torch's  gleam>  I  difcovered  amidft  the 
mytles  this  Stiletto — blood  is  yet  rnoift  upon  the 
blade-— and  fee— -fome  name  is  traced  upon  the 
hilt! 

Stef.  Ha  !— advance  thy  torch  !— Aye  !  by  Hea- 
vens !  tis  here— the  letters  perfect— Julian  is  the 
murderer's  name ! 

Jul  Oh !  powers  of  mercy \     (Drops  the  mantle.) 

Bion.  Ha !  Peafant,  what  is  it  you  have  dropped  ? 
how — a  Mantle  ! — and  here  a  Mafk ! 

Mar.  (Shrieking  with  amaze.)    Oh  !    Julian  ! 

Sttf,  Julian  / — Aye  !  the  very  name  !  Enough  I 
Guards!  Guards! 

Mar.  O!  Julian! — Julian! — can  this  be? — are 
you  then  the  Murderer  ? 

Jul.  /,  Holy  Mary! a  Murderer—/?    .   .. 

Stef.  (Stamping  furiou/ly.)  Guards!  what  ho/ — 
(Several  Guard*  rufh  in  bearing  Torches.) 

Stef,  The  affaffin  is  difcovered— Seize  him  ! 

( Points  to  Julian.} 

Jul.  HoM!  I  am  facrificed  unjuftly—  Hear  me, 
I  conjure  you  — Help!  Help! 
[VINCENT,.  AMBROSE,  and  ROSALIE  rujh  from  the 
Cottage.'] 

Amb.  Julian  !  my  fon  in  danger  ! 

Stef.  Old  Soldier,  call  not  for  lhame,  a  villain  fon. 
— Your  Julian  is  proved  a  bafe  aflaffin  ! 

All.  How  ? 
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Off*  This  very  hour  he  has  attempted  the  life  of 
Alberti  -  behold  the  evidence  of  his  crime  ! 

(Shews  the  Stiletto.) 

Amb.  My  fenfes  fail  me  ! 

Vtn.  Jmpoflible  1 

Rof.  Itisfaife!  —  lam  fure  it  is  falfe.  —  Speak, 
Julian,  fpeak,  and  clear  yourfelf,  or  my  heart  will 
break  ! 

Amb.  Speak,   Boy  ! 

Jul.  I  am  confounded  —  overwhelmed  —  but  I  am 
not  guilty.  -  No,  as  I  have  a  ioul,  I  am  not 
guilty  ! 

Off.  The  bloody  proofs  were  found  upon  him  — 
Guards,  liften  not  to  his  tales  —  fecure  the  wretch, 
and  drag  him  to  the  dungeon! 

HNALE. 

Stefano.  Guards!  drag  the  traitor  to  his  doom  ! 
A  galling  chain  —  a  dungeon's  gloom  — 

Julian.  O!  hear  in  mercy  —  hear  my  prayer  ! 

Women.  O  !  hear  in  mercy  —  hear  his  prayer  L 

Julian.  Distraction  swells  my  laboring  heart  ! 

Rosalie.  My  Julian  !  hold  !  —  we  will  not  part  — 

Stefano.  Their  twining  arms  asunder  tear— 

Chorus.  'Tis  madness  —  horror  —  death  —  despair! 


her/elf  upon  the  brcajl  of  JULIAN. 
G  uards  Jorce  t  hem  apart  .  J  u  L  i  A  M  is  dragged  away 
towards  the  Mountain,  and  ROSALIE  fall\  fen/clefs 
into  the  arm  0}  her  father.  ~\ 

END    OF    THE    SECOND    ACT. 

ACT 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. — A  Dungeon — on  one  fide  open  bars — on 
the  other  a  fecured  Gate — JULIAN  is  di/covercd  lying 
on  the  Floor — Symphony  plays  a  little  before  the  Cur- 
tain rifes. 

Air* — JULIAN. 

YE  light  forms  of  Fancy  !  deceitfully  smiling, 

That  once  danc'd  before  me  in  magical  round-— 
Ye  sweet  strains  of  Hope !  that  in  cadence  beguiling, 

Inchanted  Youth's  ear  with  fine  flattering  sound — 
O !  where,  tell  me  where— fly  your  sports  and  your  pleasures  ? 

My  eye  Tainly  seeks  them — their  gay  dance  is  o'er — 
Ah !  why,  tell  me  why,  cease  your  musical  measures  ? 

I  still  fondly  listen — but  Hope  sings  no  more. 

JuL  (rifing.)  At  length  darknefs  begins  to  dif- 
fipate;  and  thro'  the  roof  of  my  melancholy  prifoa 
the  beams  of  morning  ihoot.— For  the  firft  time, 
I  meet  returning  light  with  joylefs  eyes  -,  yet  this  is 
the  day,  which  my  heart  had  fondly  promifed  to 
Itfelfasthe  crown  of  all  its  wifhes>  This  day  was 
to  have  been  the  happietl  of  my  exiftence — friends 
to  greet  me — Parents  to  bleis  me,  and  Rofalie  to 

call  me  Hufband. Heavens  !  what  a  reverfe ! — 

(Ludovico  appears  at  the  ban.) 

Lud.  Hist !  Julian  ! 

JuL  What  voice  calls  upon  my  name  ?  Who  is't 
that  speaks  ? 
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Lud.  *Tis  I,  Ludovico — your  friend  ! 

Jul.  Ah !  Has  then  ttvj  unhappy  Julian  one 
friend  ftill  left  to  him  among  mankind  ? 

Lud.  Yes — for  Ludovico  never  withdraws  hi* 
friendmip  'till  he  believes  the  ob'efl  of  it  to  be  un- 
worthy. **  Every  tongue  confpires  to  call  you 
guilty,  but  I,  Julian,  I  alone,  feel  confident  of  your 
innocence  " 

Jul.  Generous  Ludovico  ! 

Lud.  Liften  to  me  !— I  come  to  warn  you  of 
your  danger.  Duke  Aiberti's  wound  proves  trifling 
— yet  is  the  pumihment  denounced  againft  the  af- 
fafiin  equally  fevere  as  tho*  his  dark  intent  had  been 
effected.  You  will  fo3n  be  led  forth,  and  mud  an- 
fwer  to  the  accufation — (till,  a*  you  are  innocent,  be 
bold  in  your  defence,  and  rely  on  your  own  virtue 
and  Aiberti's  juftice  for  the  event.  If  theie,  how- 
ever, fail  you,  in  your  laft  extremity  call  upon  me. 

jful.  On  you  ?  Ah  !  what  would  your  generous 
pity  offer  in  a  wretches'  behalf? 

Lud.  No  mau/v  what ! — but  fomething  I  would 
fain  venture  to  ferve  a  friend  in  his  neceflity,  and 
prevent  the  innocent  from  fuffering  for  the  guilty. 
When  you  are  accufed,  I  (hall  be  prefent.  Hark  ! 
the  guard  approaches  your  dungeon.  Farewell ! — 
Remember  my  words,  and  Heavea  profper  you  ! — 
(Retires.) 

Jul.  "  Remember  your  words  !" — Oh  !  yes,  they 
are  the  last  props  that  Hope  has  left  to  cling  to. 


The  oppofite  Gate  opens,  and  Guards  enter >  followed  by 

MONTALDl. 

>^ 

MM.  (Guards  retire.)  Julian,  advance!  A  crimi- 
nal,  branded  with  infamy,  and  hateful  for  his  fins, 

H  might 
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might  well  expert  the  gates  of  mercy  to  be  clofed 
against  him  ;  but,  in  tome  bofoms,  Compaffion  is 
eJder-born  to  juftice  ;  and  an  idle  weaknefs,  natuni 
to  my  own  breaft,  inclines  me,  even  now,  guilty  as 
you  are,  to  feek  your  prefervation. 

Jul.  My  Lord  !  I  thank  you  for  your  pity — but 
it  is  granted  on  a  falfe  preiueuption.  I  am  riot  guilty. 

Mon.  Hold  ! — attempt  not  to  deny  the  charge — . 
'twill  but  aggravate  your  offence  beyond  forgive- 
nefs.  The  guards  now  wait  to  lead  you  to  the  trial. 
If  there,  with  fhamelefs  front  you  ftill  perfift  in 
falfehood,  and  pretend  to  innocence,  condemnation 
is  certain,  and  a  death,  of  torture  and  difgrace,  w  II 
inftantly  become  your  punifhment — "a  punifli- 
rcent,  young  man,  your  guilt  well  merits.  Still, 
even  to  the  undeferving,  Pity  extends  her  foft  re- 
gard. On  one  condition  only,  your  life  may  yet  be 
ipared. 

Jul.  Name  it,  Sir ! 

Mon.  'Tis  frmple.  You  may  perform  it  now-— 
fign  this  paper!  (Prefents  afcrolL}... 

JuL  Firft,  let  me  learn  its  purport. 

Mon.  'Tis  a  written  confefiion  of  your  guilt,  and 
an  humble  appeal  to  Alberti's  mercy.  Sign  it,  and 
1  promife  you  a  pardon. 

Jul.  Never! — Such  a  pardon  I  difdain.  If  ho- 
nour be  loft,  mere  life  were  worthlefs. 

Mon.  Rafh,  romantic  boy  1  Remember  all  man- 
kind believes  you  guilty. 

Jul.  My  God  knows  that  I  am  innocent !  In  Pro- 
vidence alone  I  place  my  truft. 

Mon.  Fool !— But  be  it  fo.  You  have  chofen  for 
yourfelf,  and  to  fuch  vifionary  prote&ion  I  abandon 
you.  Guards,  approach! — (Enter  Guards.} — At- 
tend your  pri loner  1  [Exit. 

Jul.  My  heart  throbs,  and  my  pulfes  quicken — 

but 
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but  I  do  not  tremble !  No,  no  !  Guilt  only  trem- 
bles—innocence is  firm ! 

Off.  PriioneH 

Jul.  I  come  • 

dIR. — JULIAN. 

Undaunted  and  cheerful  I  pass  to  my  fate, 
And  pity  the  foes  who  pursue  me  with  hate. 
Of  innocent  blood  deathless  roses  shall  bloom, 
Embalming  for  e?er  the  winds  round  my  tomb !    [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  HYPPOLITO  and  FABIAN. 

Hyp.  Nay,  nay,  good  Fabian — but  tell  me  of  Olym- 
pia.  Speak,  did'ft  fee  her  ?  Did'ft  deliver  my  billet  ? 

Fab.  Into  the  Signora's  own  delicate  hand.  I 
dropped  a  cavalier-like  bow  at  her  approach,  and 
tendered  the  billet  with  as  much  myfterious  infinua- 
tion  as  a  place-hunter  employs  when  he  flips  a  bribe 
into  the  palm  of  a  man  in  office. 

Hyp.  Well,  well  I  But  how  did  the  receive  it  of  thee  ? 

Fab.  With  all  that  eafy  condefcenfion  which 
great  people  know  fo  well  to  aflame,  when  little 
people  appear  ufetul  to  their  purpofes.  The  Sig- 
nora  unfolded  the  billet  in  my  prelence,  and  fmiled 
a  little  at  its  contents.  After  that,  fbe  turned  her 
eyes  towards  the  bearer — and  then  I  thought  (he 
fmiled  a  great  deal  more.  Ah  !  my  Lord,  you  are 
a  happy  man — for,  truth  to  fay,  this  Lady  is  a  crea- 
ture of  incomparable  charms,  and,  withal,  a  perfon- 
ageof  moit  found  judgment. 

Hyp.  Her  charms  I  grant  thee  a  right  to  eftimate. 
But  wherein  hath  her  judgment  been  diiplayed  ? 

Fab.  Manifeftly  in  the  peculiar  attention  with 

\\hich 
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which  fhe  was  pleafed  to  regard  your  humble  fer- 
vant.  My  Lord!  1  tiuft  always  to  bear  the  gifts  of 
Nature  with  meekneis,  and  never  to  incur  the  re- 
proach of  a  pertonal  vanity — but,  between  our- 
felves — in  fa& — in  fober  religious  tact — the  Signora 
did  fo  dare  and  fmile,  then  fmile  and  Hare  again, 
and  did  fo  run  up  and  down  my  figure  with  her  eye, 
taking  curious  note  oi  iti  ad  tnt  i^es,  that,  to  my 
thought,  fhe  feemed  within  nertelf  to  fay,  "  Let 
this  man  be  written  down  in  my  memory,  as  one 
moft  worthy  of  a  lady's  contemplation  at  her  fur- 
ther leifure !" 

Hyp.  Begone,  thou  lunatic  knave!  Hie  to  the 
next  mirror,and  Look  this  mad  fit  into  a  fuciden  cure. 

Fab.  (AJide.)  Malice — pofitive  ni-ilicc  !  Well,  I 
Hull  hold  a  better  guard  upon  my  tongue  in  future, 
for  'tis  oft  a  dangerous  matter  to  excite  jealoufy  ! 

lExit. 

Hyp.  If  Olympia  fmile  upon  my  fuit,  and  fan&ion 
an  avowal  of  my  pafiion  to  the  Duke  her  brother, 
the  kindnefs  of  my  flars  will  prove  indeed  fupreme! 

*  AIR — HYPPOLITO. 
Who  is  it  that  bears  a  mad  fire  in  his  rein  ? 

Now  kindling  with  pleasure,  now  blazing  with  pain 

Who  is  it  in  curses  that  calls  upon  Death  ? 

Yet  blesses  kind  stars,  sighs,  and  laughs  in  a  breath. 

'Tis  ihe  lover,  who  loves  while  he  wishes  to  hate. 
As  ./Etna  convulsively  clasps  in  her  breast 
A  Spirit  she  doubts  whether  evil  or  blest, 
Now  mantling  with  olives  and  vines  the  warm  ground- 
Now  scattering  perdition  tremendously  round. 

So  it  fares  with  the  lover  so  wayward  his  fate ! 

*  This  Air,  after  the  seventh  performance  of  the  Opera,  was 
omitted,  and  a  Ballad  sang  io  its  place  ;  the  words  of  which  are 
given  in  the  last  page. 
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If  the  girl  of  his  soul  but  capriciously  lly 
Or  smile  on  a  rival  with  love  in  her  eye, 
Creation's  bright  tints  in  an  instant  all  fade—- 
The blue  beamful  sky  seems  one  desurt  of  shade, 

And  frosts  the  ripe  graces  of  summer  deform. 
But  ah  !   with  a  blush  when  relents  the  fond  fair, 
How  sweetly  Hope's  hand  smoothes  the  brow  of  Despair  ! 
Oh  I  moments  worth  ages  !— Joys  mock  woes  o'erpast, 
Like  rainbows  that  gloriously  ch^j  and  contrast, 

With  the  symbol  of  peace  the  wild  inarch  of  the  storm  ! 


Enter  ALBERTI,  DUTCHESS,  AMBROSE,  and  VIN- 
CENT. 

Alb.  Follow  me  not,  old  man — your  prayers  arc 
fruitlefs.  Juflice  forbids  me  to  liften  to  them. 

Amb.  Can  Juftice  then  forbid  the  voice  of  Na- 
ture to  be  heard  ?  "  I  am  old — I  have  been  a  fol- 
dier — in  the  courfe  of  threescore  years,  1  took  little 
elfe  but  blows  and  buffets  of  the  world — fortune 
and  the  wars,  between  them,  had  ftripped  me  of  all 
that  men  call  riches  ;  yet  I  was  content,  for  I  had 
honour  within  myfelf,  and  a  fon  who,  I  trufted, 
would  maintain  the  credit  of  my  name— and  mud 
I  now  lole  thefe  alfo  ?  Oh  !  my  Lord,  make  me  not 
indeed  a  beggar."  Lady  !  plead  for  me — my  heart 
is  full — I  cannot  ihed  tears — a  foldier's  pride  will 
not  fuffer  me.  I  would  kneel— but,  alas  !  1  have 
only  one  knee  left  to  bend  with  ! 

Alb.  Noble  heart!  Had'ft  ihou  two,  thou  could'ft 
not  fo  effectually  intreat ! 

Dutch.  Surely,  the  fon  of  fuch  a  father  cannot  be 
a  villain. 


Enter 
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Enter  MONTALDI: 

Mont.  How !  my  Lord,  already  from  your  couch 
— fo  foon  recovered  ? 

Alb.  Oh  !  good  Montaldi,  when  the  mind  keeps 
a  healthful  tenor,  the  body's  hurts  find  eafy  cure. 
I  have  looked  on  ferious  wounds  too  oTten  in  the 

field,  to  fancy  (icknefs  on  a   fcratch    like  this 

(Taking  the  hands  of  Leonora  and  Olympia.)  Thefe 
were  the  hands  that  faiooth'd  my  laft  night's  pillow 
—in  beauty's  touch  a  healing  virtue  lives. — Say- 
has  the  .wretched  Youth,  whom  my  Guards  arrefted 
on  fufpicion,  yet  made  confeflion  of  the  crime  ? 

Mont.  No,  But  with  audacious  ilubbornefs  de- 
nies the  charge.  "  Should  you,  when  the  Ruffian  is 
produced  bear  any  recollection  of  his  perfon  ?" 

Alb.  "  None.  Befides,  the  difguife  which  he 
wore,  the  fuddennefs  of  the  attack,  and  the  dark- 
nefs  of  the  fpot,  defied  my  obfervation." 

Mont.  How  miraculous  your  efcape !  my  tears 
tven  now  guili  forth  in  gratitude  to  Heaven. 

Alb.  My  trueft  Friend! — Give  me  your  hand, 
Montaldi  !— (Montaldi  pre/ents  his  hand  with  tht 
Glove  on.) — -How!  covered  with  a  glove!  faith  now, 
J  will  not  take  it  fo. 

Mont.  (With  excejjive  confu/ion.)  Pardon  me — I 
— I— my  hand  is  affiiQed  with  a  cruel  pain,  and  if 
the  air  touches  it 

Alb.  Nay,  look  not  ib  ferious  on't — Faith  !  I  care 
not  for  your  hand, — I  know  I  have  your  heart,  and 
that  contents  me.  (Drum  beats.) 

Alb.  Hark !  the  Prifoner  comes. — Attend  me  to 
the  Hall ! 

Amb.  Oh  !  T  could  fwearthat  my  boy  is  accufed 
falfely. 

AIL 
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Alb.  Then  fear  not  for  his  fafety.  —  Juftice  never 
yet  was  violated  under  the  roof  of  an  Albert!  — 

[Exeunt  all  but  HTPPOLITO  and  OLYMPIA. 
[^5  OLYMPIA  Jefignedly  loiters  behind  the  reft,    HYP- 

pot  i  TO  advances  to  her.\ 

Hyp.  Mow  !  Olympia  —  paf$  me  without  a  word 
—a  look  ? 

Olym.  Mifericordia  !  are  we  in  a  befieged  town, 
where  people  challenge  each  other  for  the  counter- 
fign  ?  —  What  would  the  man  demand  ? 

Hyp  Demand?  Alas!  to  implore  is  all  the  flave 
of  Love  prefumes  —  one  pitying  accent  to  redeem 
me  from  defpair.  - 

Olym.  Vain  wretch  !  even  while  your  fimulating 
lips  prattle  of  defpair,  a  faucy  confidence  flafhes 
from  your  eye,  and  publifhes  a  bulletin  of  the  tri- 
umph in  your  heart. 

Hyp.  Thus,  then,  with  as  low  a  reverence  as  Pil- 
grim bends  at  Saintly  fhrine 

Olym.  Nay  —  nay  —  quit  that  pofture  or  I'm  loft 
—  a  man  upon  his  knees  is  my  antipathy  —  there's  my 
hand  —  juft  to  raife  you 

Hyp.  (Kijfiig  it.)  It  does  —  it  does—  to  rapture  ! 
to  enthufiaim  ! 


Enter  MARINETTA  behind. 

Mar.  Oh!  the  Saints  1  -  1  crave  pardon  Sig- 
nora!  —  I  thought  you  had  been  alone  - 

Qlym.  (Afick.)   What  a  provoking  interruption  — 
juft  at  fuch  a  dear  critical  moment  - 

Mar.  Pray  forgive  me,  Signora  —  indeed,  I  know 
by  experience,  'tis  a  fad  thing  to  be  interrupted  with 
one's  Lover.  ......  • 

.  Lover!—  Child,  you  furely  can't  fufpect— 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Oh  !  yes — yes.  I  know  all  the  fymptoms 
of  the  paffion.  I  {'ought  your  prefence,  Signora,  to 
prefer  a  fuit;  and  now  I  lhall  plead  with  a  double 
confidence,  for  in  the  bofom  where  Love  is  flickered. 
Pity  never  lacked  a  home.  The  wretched  Julian 
is  conducting  to  his  trial — if  the  ftern  law  condemn 
him,  all  our  hearts  will  be  broken. — Ah  !  Lady— - 
protect  him, — Signor! — grief  makes  me  bold. — I 
aifb  plead  to  you 

Hyp.  If  my  (lender  influence  can  aid  your  fuit,  I 
pledge  it  to  your  fervice. 

Olym,  Be  comforted,  Marinetta.  Julian  fhall  not 
want  an  interceflbr  with  his  judge. 

Mar.  Ah  !  Signora !  bleffings  crown  your  name ! 


TRIO— HYPPOLITO,  OLYMPIA,  MARINETTA. 

Pale  Pity  still  abides 
In  hearts  where  Love  resides; 
There  sighing  sits, 
And  never  quits 

'Till  fate  hath  chill'd  life's  generous  tides. 
A  snow-drop  is  Pity,  half  kill'd  by  rude  breath, 
And  Love,  the  meek  sun-beam,  (hat  saves  it  from  death. 


SCENE  IIL—Ii*  State  HalL 

Guards  enter  conducing  JULIAN.— *All  the  Characters 
follow,  and  a  Crowd  ofVajjah. — ALBERTI  advances 
the  Judgment  Seat. 

Alb.  MY  People !  the  caufe  of  your  prefent  af- 
femblage  too  well  is  known  to  you— You  come  to 
witnefs  the  difpenfations  of  an  awful  but  impartial 

Juftice 
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Juftice— either  to  rejoice  in  the  acquittal  of  Inno- 
cence wrongfully  accufed,  or  to  approve  the  con- 
viftionof  guilt,  arrefted  in  its  foul  career.— Perfonal 
feelings  forbid  me  to  afTume  this  feat  myfeif ;  yet 
fear  not,  but  that  it  will  be  filled  by  noblcnefs  and 
honour—  to  Montaldi  only  I  refign  it, 

JuL  He  my  Judge  !  then  I  am  loft  indeed*  \_afide. 

Alb.  Afcend  the  feat  my  Friend,  and  decide  from 
it  as  your  own  virtuous  confcience  (hall  direct— this 
only  will  I  fay,  fhould  the  fcales  of  accufation  and 
defence  poife  doubtfully,  let  mercy  touch  them 
with  her  downy  hand,  and  turn  the  balance  on  the 
gentler  fide. 

Mont.  [Afcending  the  feat.]  Your  will  and  honour, 
are  my  only  governors!  [bows,'] 

Ros.  Oh!  my  poor  Julian!  [afide.~] 

Dutch.  Surely  his  looks  are  not  thofe  of  Vicef 

Mont.  Julian  !  ftand  forth  !  —You  are  charged 
with  a  mofl  foul  and  horrible  attempt  upon  the  life 
of  my  noble  kinfman — the  implements  of  murder 
have  been  found  in  your  pofTefiion,  and  many  pow- 
erful circumftances  combine  to  fix  the  guilt  upon 
you. — What  have  you  to  urge  in  vindication  ? 

Jul.  Firft,  I  fwear  by  that  Power,  whom  Vice 
dreads  and  Virtue  reverences,  that  no  fyllable  but 
drifted  truth  (hall  pafs  my  lips ! — On  the  evening 
of  yefterday,  I  eroded  the  Mountain  to  the  Monas- 
tery of  St.  Bertrand — my  errand  thither  finiflied,  I 
returned  direclly  to  the  Valley. — i\ofalie  faw  me 
enter  the  Cottage — foon  afterwards,  a  ftrange  out- 
cry recalled  me  to  the  door — a  Mantle  fpread  before 
the  th  re  (hold  caught  my  eye — I  raifed  it,  and  dif- 
covered  a  maflc  within  it.  The  mantle  was  newly 
ftained  with  blood/ — Confirmation  feized  upon  my 
foul — the  next  minute  I  was  furrounded  by  Guards, 
and  accufed  of  Murder — They  produced  a  weapon 

I  had 


60  THE  PEASANT  BOY, 

I  had  loft  in  defending  myfelf  againft  a  ferocious 
an-mal,  Confounded  by  terror  and  furprize,  I 
had  not  power  to  explain  the  truth,  and  loaded  with 
chains  and  reproaches,  I  was  dragged  to  the  dun- 
geons of  the  Caflle. — Here  my  knowledge  of  the 
dark  tranfadion  ends — and  I  have  only  this  to  add — 
I  may  become  the  ViRim  of  Circumflancc,  but  I  have 
never  been  the  Slave  of  Crime  ! 

Mont  \Smiling  ironically.]  Plaufibly  urged — have 
you  no  more  to  offer  ? 

JuL  Truth  needs  but  few  words — I  have  fpoken  ! 

Mont.  Yet  bethink  yourfelf — dare  you  abide  by  this 
wild  tale,  and  brave  a  fentence  on  no  ftronger  plea  ? 

Jul    Alas !  I  have  none  elfe  to  offer. 

'Mont.  You  fay,  on  the  evening  of  yefterday,  you 
vifited  the  Monaftery  of  St*  Bertrand.  What  was 
your  bufinefs  there  ? 

Jul.  With  Father  Nicolo — to  engage  him  to 
marry  Rofalie  and  myfelf  on  th~  following  morning, 

Mont.  A  Marriage  too  ! — Well! — at  what  time 
did  you  quit  the  Monaftery  ? 

Jul.  The  Bell  for  Vefper-fervice  had  juft  ceafed 
to  toll. 

Mont.  By  what  path  did  you  return  to  the  Valley  ? 

Jul.  Acrofs  the  mountain. 

Mont.  Did  you  not  pafs  thro'  the  wood  of  Olives, 
where  the  dark  deed  was  attempted  ? 

Jul.  (Beiolletting.)     The  wood  of  Olives  ? 

Mont.  Ha !— mark  !  —he  hefitates — fpeak  ! 

Jul.  No  !  my  foul  fcorns  to  utter  falfehood- — I  did 
pafs  thro'  the  wood  of  Olives. 

Mont.  Indeed ! — Rofalie,  Daughter  to  the  Pea- 
fant  Vincent,  you  faw  this  Julian  when  firft  he 
reached  the  Valley,  did  his  looks  betray  embarrafs- 
tnent  ? 

Ros.  No— his  fpirits  appeared  compofed — but  he 
was  heated  and  out  of  breath  from  running — 
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Mont.  Aye !  the  purfuit  was  clofc  behind, — Ste-- 
fano !  You  feized  the  Prifoner. 

Stcf.  I  did. — The  bloody  weapon  bore  his  name 
—the  mafk  and  mantle  were  in  his  hands — confu- 
iion  in  his  countenance,  and  every  limb  ihaking  with 
alarm. 

Mont.  Enough!  Heavens!  that  villainy  fo  morr 
ftrous  fhould  inhabit  with  fuch  tender  youth  ! — I 
fain  would  doubt,  and  in  defpite  of  rea.'on,  hefit:Ue 
to  give  my  fentence,  but  conviction  glares  from 
every  point,  and  incredulity  would  now  be  madnefs. 
Not  to  defcant  on  the  abturdity  of  your  defence,  a 
tale  too  wild  for  Romance  itfelf  to  ianftion,  1  find 
from  your  admiflion,  a  damning  chain  of  circum- 
ftance  that  confirms  your  criminality. — Tr.e  time  at 
which  you  patted  the  wood,  and  the  hour  of  the 
Duke's  attack  precifely  correfpond. — Your  attach- 
ment to  Roialie  prefents  the  motive  of  your  offence, 
burning  with  impatient  love,  knowing  vanity  to 
fway  the  foul  of  Woman,  and  trufting  to  win  its 
influence  by  the  bribes  of  luxury,  you  fought  to  rulh 
on  fortune  by  the  readieft  path  and  fnatch  from  the 
unwary  traveller  that  fudden  wealth  which  honeft 
labour  could  only  by  flow  degrees  obtain. — Defeated 
in  the  dark  attempt,  you  fled — purfuit  was  inftant— - 
your  fteps  were  traced— and  at  the  very  door  of 
your  Cottage,  you  were  feized  before  the  evidences 
of  your  guilt  could  be  fecreted.— Oh  !  wretched 
youth,  once  more  I  warn  you  to  confefs.— -Sinceri  y 
can  be  your  only  claim  to  mercy. 

JitL  My  heart  will  burft— but  I  have  fpoken 
truth— -yes— Heaven  knows  that  I  have  fpoken  truth  ! 

Mont.  Then  J  muft  execute  my  duty. —Death  is 
my  fentence. 

Jul.  Hold  !— Pronounce  it  not  as  yet ! 

Mont.  If  you  have  any  further  evidence,  produce 
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JuL  [with  dcfpairing  energy."}  I  call  on  Ludovico  ! 
LUDOVICO  fteps  forward  with  alacrity— MONTALDI 
recoih  with  vijible  trepidition. 

Lud.  I  am  here  ! 

Mont,  And  what  can  he  unfold? — only  repeat 
that  which  we  already  know—  I  will  not  hear  him— 
the  evidence  is  perfect — 

Alb.  \rifing  with  warmth J\  Hold  !-— Montaldi  !—• - 
Ludovico  mufl  be  heard-  -to  the  ear  of  juflice,  the 
lighted  fylJable  of  proof  is^precious. 
Mont,  [confufed,']  I  (land  rebuk'd — well— Ludovico, 
depofe  your  evidence ! 

Lud.  Mine  was  the  fortunate  arm,  appointed  by 
Heaven  to  refcue  the  Duke—I  fought  with  the  as- 
faffin  and  drove  him  beyond  the  trees  into  the  open 
lawn--  I  there  diftinclly  marked  his  figure,  and  from 
the  difference  in  the  height  alone,  I  folemnly  aver 
Julian  cannot  be  the  perfon. 

Mont.  This  is  no  proof  --the  eye  might  eafily  be 
deceived— I  cannot  vvithold  my  fentence  longer— 

Lud.  I  have  further  matter  to  advance.-  -Juft  be- 
fore the  Ruffian  fled,  he  received  a  wound  acrofs 
his  right  hand— -the  moonlight  dire&ed  my  blow, 
and  (hewed  me  that  the  cut  was  deep  and  dangerous, 
-—Julian's  fingers  bear  no  fuch  mark! 

Mont.  [Evincing  great  emotion^  and  involuntarily 
drawing  the  glove  dofer  on  bis  hand.}  A  wound  -mere 
fable— 

Lud.  Nay  more— the  fame  blow  ftruck  from  off 
one  of  the  AfTaflin's  fingers,  a  Jewel  --it  glittered  as 
it  fell  — 1  fnatched  it  from  the  grafs--  I  thruft  it 
within  my  bofom,  and  have  ever  fince  preferved  it 
next  my  heart— I  new  produce  it---'tis  here— A 
Ring--- an  Amethyft  fet  with  Brilliants  /-— 

JDutck.  (Kiting  ha/lily.)  What  fay  you  ?  An  ame- 
thyft  fet  with  brilliants !  Even  fuch  I  gave  Montaldi. 

Let 
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Let  me  view  it ! — (As  LUDOVICO  advances  to  pvfent 
the  ring  to  the  DUTCH  ESS,  MONTALDI  ru.'bes  with 
frantic  impctuo/ity  between,  and  attempts  to  Jetze  if.) 

Mon.  Slave  !   refign  the  ring  ! 

Lua.  I  will  yield  my  life  fooncr  ! 

Mon.  Wretch !  I  will  rend  thy  frame  to  atoms ! 
(They  ftruggle  'with  violence.  MONALDI  /notches  at 
the  ring — LUDOVICO  catches  his  hand  and  tears  off  the 
glove — '—The  wound  appears.) 

Lud.  Oh  !  God  !  Murder  is  umnafked — the 
bloody  mark  is  here  !  Montaldi  is  the  allaflin  !  (All 
rufh  forward  in  a floni/hment.  Ju  LI  AN  drops  upon  his. 
knee  in  mute  thank  [giving.) 

Mon.  Shame!  Madnefs  !   Hell! 

Alb.  Eternal  Providence  !   Montaldi  a  murderer! 

Dutch.  Monfter  ot  ingratitude  ! 

Mon.  Aye  !  rage,  accufe,  and  curfe !  Ideots  1 
dupes !  I  heed  you  not.  I  can  but  die  [  Triumph 
not,  Albert! — I  trample  on  thee  dill !  (Dr.iws  a 
poignard  and  attempts  to  dejlroy  mmfelf- — the  weapon  is 
wr eft ed  from  his  dand  by  the  Guards.) 

Alb.  Fiend  I  thy  power  to  fin  is  paft. 

Mon.  (Delirious  with  pajjion.)  Ha!  ha!  ha!  my 
brain  fcorches,  and  my  veins  run  with  fire!  Dif- 
grac'd,  difhonoured  !  Oh!  madnefs!  I  cannot  bear 
it — Save  me — Oh  !  (Falls  injtn/ible  into  the  arms  of  at* 
tendauts.) 

Alb.  Wretched  man  !  Bear  him  to  his  chamber-— 
his  punifhment  be  hereafter.  (Montaldi  is  earned  off.) 

Jul.  Oh!  Rofalie — my  joy  is  too  full  for  words ! 
(JULIAN  and  ROSALIE  rufh  into  each  other?  arms.) 

Amb.  My  noble  boy  ! 

Vin.  Rofalie  (hall  reward  him. 

Alb  Children  of  virtue!  your  happinefs  (hall  be 
my  future  care.  Let  this  day,  thro*  each  returning 
year,  become  a  feflival,  on  my  domain.  Heaven, 

taught 
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with  peculiar  favour,  has  marked  it  for  its  own,  and 
taught  us,  by  the  fimple  moral  of  this  hour,  that 
howioe'er  in  darknefs  guilt  may  veil  its  malefadions 
from  the  eye  of  man,  an  Ommjcient  Judge  w\\\  pene- 
tra^e  each  hidden  fin,  and  Hill,  with  never-tailing 
juftice,  confound  the  vicious,  and  protect  the  good  ! 

FINALE. 

Jul.          The  Peasant  Boy,  redeem'd  from  fate, 

Mu&t  here  for  mercy  sue, 
He  dares  not  trust  decrees  of  State, 
'Till  ratified  by  you. 

Chorus.     Then  gentles!  pr'ythee  grant  our  prayer, 

Nor  cl;»ud  the  dawning  j.,y, 
<c  Not  Guilty  /"  by  your  hands  declare, 
And  save  the  Peasant  Boy  ! 

Rosalie.     All  tender  maids  ?  whoe'er  have  sigh'd 

To  change  the  single  state, 
With  pity  hear  a  wishful  bride, 

Who  your  consent  must  wait%  -  ^ 

Chorus.     Then  gentles,  &c. 

Olym.  #>  The  willing  TOW  —  the  equal  Ia?e 
-Hyp,     $      Are  safe  from  Hymen's  frown  ; 
But  still  we  doubt,  till  Gods  abo?e 
Send  cheering  thunders  down. 

Chorus.     Then  gentles,  &c. 

JLud.  fy  *  We  little  folk  can  ne'er  be  heard, 
Mar.  J       By  Gods  aloft  who  sit; 

To  you  then  be  our  prayer  preferr'd, 
Infernal*  of  the  Pit! 

Chorus.    Then  gentles,  &c- 
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BALLAD. 

Sung  by  Mr.  PHILLIPS  in  the  last  Act. 

The  buz  of  the  masquers  was  hush'd  in  the  square, 
And  stillness  prevailed  over  earth)  wave,  and  air, 
"When  a  Lover  was  heard  at  his  mistress's  door 
To  strike  his  guitar,  and  in  music  implore. 

In  darkness  I  wait— Alone  at  thy  gate, 
>Tis  now  the  fit  hour  from  a  guardian  to  rove — 

Oh !  Lady-love  !  wake— Ere  Morning  shall  break, 

0  !  fly  with  me.  Lady !  O  !  fly  with  me,  Love ! 

The  lattice  unfolds,  and  a  fair  Lady's  sighs 
To  the  Lover's  soft  ditty  as  softly  replies— 
"  My  guardian  is  sleeping,  my  Lover  I  hear— 

1  leap  from  my  prison,  and  spring  to  my  dear !" 

«  O !  come  !"  the  youth  calls— The  fair  Lady  fallg— . 
This  Lover,  'ere  morning,  a  bridegroom  shall  prove— 

He  clasps  the  dear  prize— "  Victoria!"  he  cries, 
«  Now  fly  with  me.  Lady  !  Now,  fly  with  roe.  Love!" 


FINIS. 


Barker,  Printer,  Great  Rusull-Strect,  Cortat-Gardcn. 


The  following  Pieces,  by  the  same  Author -,  are  published  at  the 
DRAMATIC  REPOSITORY, 

GREAT    RUSS£LL-STREET,    COVENT-GARDEN. 

GUSTAVUS  VASA,  HERO  OF  THE  NORTH,  an  His- 
torical Play,  2s  6d. 

HUNTER  OF  THE  ALPS,  a  Musical  Drama,  as  performed 
at  the  Theatre-Royal,  Haymarket,  Is  6d. 

The  YOUNG  HUSSAR,  OR  LOVE  AND  MERCY,  an 
Operatic  Piece,  as  performed  at  the  Theatre-Royal,  Drury- 
Lane,  Is  6d. 

ADRIAN  AND  ORRILA,  as  performed  at  the  Theatre 
Royal,  Goveiit-Garden,  2s  6d. 

YOUTH,  LOVE  AND  FOLLY,  a  Comic  Opera,  as 
performed  at  the  Theatre.  Royal,  Drury-Lane,  Is  6d. 

The  SEA-SIDE  STORY,  a  Drama,  as  performed  at  the 
Theatre-Royal,  Covent-Garden,  Is  6d. 


ALSO, 

FIVE  MILES  OFF,  OR,  THE  FINGER  POST,  by  T.  Dibdin,  2s. 

THIRTY  THOUSAND,  by  Ditto,  2s  6d. 

LONDON  HERMIT,  or  Rambles  in  Dorsetshire,  by  O'Keeffe,  Is  64 

LIFE'S  VAGARIES,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  2s. 

IRISH  MIMIC,  or,  Blunders  at  Brighton,  by  Ditto,  Is. 

LITTLE  HUNCHBACK,  by  Ditto,  Is. 

TONY  LUMPKIN  IN  TOWN,  by  Ditto,  Is. 

ABROAD  and  at  HOME,  an  Opera,  by  Holman,  2s. 

COLUMBUS,  an  Historical  Play,  by  Morton,  2s  6d. 

RICHARD  CCEUR  PE  LION,  Is  6d. 

CHAPTER  OF  ACCIDENTS,  a  Comedy,  by  Miss  Lee,  Is  6d, 

SPOIL'D  CHILD,  a  Farce,  Is  6d. 

SIXTY-THIRD  LETTER,  by  W.  C.  Oulton,  Is  6d.       , 

OF  AGE  To-MoRRow,   a  Farce,  Is  6d. 

The  SCHOOL  FOR  FRIENDS,  a  Comedy,  by  Miss  Chambers, 


*         it  f        ^^*       jfc         ^"       it 

^  %';*$*  &£*  $*&  Tjf^i 

?tffeM 


A»i 

">; 


*!' 

•••-.o  r 
^n 


»«^    _ 

"Pr-v 


•*T^ 


•^ 

^      -< 

%  w^  fJL  f.%  ^ 

^^^^-4*^4*| 

^^*      ^to      ^^^^  ^^  ^^^      ^> 


PR  Dimond,   William 

4599  The  peasant  boy 
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